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i WANT YOUWs 


OPINIONS FROM OUR READERS & | 
THE LATEST ON THE FORESKIN FRONT 


ETTERS & NEWS 


Uncut loves to hear from its 
readers and encourages you to 
share your feelings about your fore- 
skin (or lack), your fantasies, local 
news items about circumcision, as 
well as your own experiences 
through the News & Views section. 

Our policy is to indicate only your 
first name and your state at the end 
of your letter. However, your letter 
should be signed, so that we'll know 
it was written by a real person and 
not a lower primate who simply 
gained access to a word processor. 
Send your letters to: Editorial 
Department, Box 97635, Las 
Vegas, NV 89193. 


PUMPED SKIN 

| have been a constant reader of 
Uncut magazine. | already have an 
eight-inch uncut cock with lots of 
foreskin and | can suck myself off. 

A friend wanted to make his cock 
bigger and fatter so he bought a 
vacuum pump. Since he was so 
happy with the results, | got one 
also. I’ve only had mine for a short 
while but already my cock has got- 
ten fatter and my foreskin has 
stretched. 

It seems many Uncut readers 
write about wanting to stretch their 
foreskin. This pump was sure the 
answer for me, and it feels so good. 

When | hold or suck on my cock 
after each pump workout, my cock 
feels so much fatter, it’s like holding 
another man’s cock in my hand. 

| hope you will print this letter so 
all those men with short foreskins 
can make them longer and fatter. 

Bud 

California 
(Editor’s note: We're always glad to 
pass on information on lengthening 
the foreskin for those men who 
want more, but we want to remind 
readers that what works for one 
man may not work for all men. Still, 
this is certainly an aspect of fore- 
skin stretching worth looking into 
and we invite others readers with 
similar experience to share it.) 


HOOKED 

A short time ago, | was given a 
copy of Uncut magazine by an 
uncut friend. It was the September 
1990 issue and it was great, a very 


sexy magazine. 

Needless to say, | went out look- 
ing for a current issue and found the 
November 1991 Uncut. Wow! Just 
like the other issue, filled with great, 
uncut men! | really like “Show Us 
Your Skin,” especially guys like 
Bruno and A.R. 

| liked the photos of Jose Bar- 
bosa, Roberto Flores, Cleveland, 
and Stanislav best of all, but in truth 
| would like to meet any of the guys 
in the magazine. 

| can tell you from 20 years of 
sucking cock that uncut cocks are 
better. And I’m cut myself! But I’m 
thinking about have a recap job 
done. 

| have to read the 12 back issues 
| just got, so keep on trucking with 
that fine magazine! 

Russ 
California 


SKIN AWARE 

You guys really do a terrific job 
with Uncut, which is my favorite 
magazine. All those handsome 
dudes with their sexy foreskins add 


POSTCARDS 


lis 2 wonderful word to live in! 


greatly to my jerk-off pleasure. 

| especially enjoy “Show Us Your 
Skin” and “Historic Foreskin,” 
though the latter doesn’t seem to ap- 
pear in every issue. Recently, it in- 
cluded a wonderful spread on Lee 
and his soft, fat uncut pecker. | 
remember when you first ran black 
and white photos of him a few years 
ago. It was great to see more 
photos of him, and in color. 

One of the best layouts | have 
seen in Uncut was the one of Ernie 
Miller (September 1987). He has a 
pecker very much like my own, and 
| sure enjoyed all the different views 
of his prick. He was one sexy stud 
and shows that older guys can have 
great appeal. : 

Sometimes when | feel especially 
horny, | get out that particular issue 
of Uncut. 

| think my favorite articles in 
Uncut were the series on “Uncut 
Celebrities” by L.E. Ward (July 
1991 and September 1991). Now I 
get turned on when | read or hear 
about some of them in general 


We got a message from the CIRC/W staff (Circumcision Information Resource 
Center of Seattle, Washington) on the reverse of this gem of a postcard. 
CIRC/W was notifying members that an article on the Second International 
Symposium on Circumcision appeared in the September 1991 issue of Men's 
Fitness, a physical health magazine that has covered the circumcision debate 


in the past. 
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magazines and on television. There 
were some real surprises on those 
two lists for me. 

Hopefully, as more uncut celebs 
are uncovered, so to speak, there 
will be an update in the future. 

| have 51% inches, soft and lazy, 
that grow to 81% inches long by 5v2 


inches in circumference at the base. 


The shaft tapers somewhat just be- 
hind the head, which rises steeply 
and flares out into a finely chiseled, 
well-detailed specimen. 

The head is not huge, but it is 
well formed. | also have a pair of 
low-hanging balls what are always 
filled with juice, which | try to empty 
out several times a week. 

At parade rest, my foreskin 
covers the head, except for an area 
about as big around as the tip of my 


little finger. 

When I’m up to my full 81 in- 
ches, the skin stays in place, still 
covering the head. 

| can pull, tug, and stretch it out 
to at least 21 inches beyond the 
end of my cockhead. 

Then | can twist it around two or 
three revolutions into a long 
corkscrew—cockscrew?—a nipple 
of skin. 

My cock certainly doesn't hold 
any record for size, but | think it’s 
bigger than average. 

I've always had lots of compli- 
ments on it. 

Since reading Uncut, I've been a 
lot more aware of the sensitivity in 
my long foreskin. 

Dick 
New Jersey 


OH! MARIO 
Mario in the September 1991 
issue of Uncut is unforgettable! That 
face, that body, that beautiful cock 
with all that foreskin! If he is a wild 
man of the jungle, | surrender! 
Where does he come from? 
It doesn’t seem possible, but 
Uncut gets better every issue. 
Oh, for a skin of my own! 
Carl 
Florida 
(Editor’s note: We're glad you liked 
Mario, and you'll be glad to find 
some more photos of him in this 
issue. Mario is from Brazil, and his 
photos were supplied by our 
Brazilian photographer, Tony 
Stevens.) 


FIRST LOOK 


| just saw my first issue of Uncut, 


Peter Cruller, photo by Bel Ami 
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the November 1991 issue. | was Rico, phot Latii 
really excited by the idea of the aN me a sia — dish 
magazine. * 
| am 44 years old and felt a great 
sense of emotional reassurance 
that | am better off the way | am, 


uncut. 
The photos were great, but the 
stories were even better. 
Stan 
New York 
APTLY NAMED 


After seeing the September 1991 
issue of Uncut, | had to write in note 
in praise of Peter Cruller (photos by 
Bel Ami). 

What a gorgeous uncut cock! 
What a gorgeous man! And so aptly 
named, too. I'd love the chance to 
dig my tongue inside that luscious 
foreskin. 

My own uncut dick is getting wet- 
ter as | write this looking at Peter 
posing on those hot rocks. 

Please let us see more of Peter 
Cruller. And next time, without the 
hat. Could it be that Peter is bal- 
ding? If so, that would be a turn on, 


too. 
Thanks for a great magazine. 
Fred 
California 
SWEET PASTRY 


Let me praise you to the skies for 
the September 1991 centerfold, 
Peter Cruller. To me, a cruller was 
always a deep-fried sweet pastry. 
Well, for my money, that beautiful 
bon bon hanging between Peter’s 
legs would make perfect eating. 

It is, without a doubt, the most 
perfect foreskin | have ever seen 
photographed. It’s so seldom we 
get to see a beautiful overhang like 
that. And in all of the photos we get 
to see that great cockskin fully ex- 
tended, a rare treat! 

| hope you get a lot of apprecia- 
tive comments over Peter Cruller 
and that we will see more photos of 
men with ample overhang, such as 
him. 

Thanks for your good work, it is 
really appreciated. 

Ron 
Massachusetts 
(Editor’s note: Pastry? Bon bon? 
Mixed metaphors, but we get your’ 
message loud and clear, Peter is 
sweet! Thanks!) 
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HOT Ion] 


The a aa Like It 


1-900-903-HUGE 


(THAT’S 1-900-903-4843) 


1-900-740-4MEN 


HAT’S 1-900-740-4 


1-900-903-HUNK 


(THAT’S 1-900-903-4865) 


XOTIC TRIPS 


1-900- J03-TAIL 


(THAT’S 1-900-903-8245 
2 PER MINUTE. ADULTS OVER 18 O 


R tmdesmry, DP. 


Were pleased to bring you the new version of the RECAP questionnaire and to be a part of their 
extraordinary research project into current social feedback on circumcision. RECAP was formed 
to provide an arena in which men could, without fear of ridiculed, share their concerns for a desire 
to be intact and whole again. The informal group meets in Northern California on a regular basis 
and has undertaken a number of grassroot endevors, including the RECAP survey on feelings 
about circumcision, of which this questionnaire is the foundation. RECAP is open to all men, 
regardless of their circumcision status. Beyond facilitation by the founders (Tim Sally and R. Wayne 
Griffiths), the group operates mainly by consensus—there are no officers, each meeting’s agenda 
is determined by the attendees, and member confidentiality is a top consideration. When yousend 
in your completed questionnaire, feel free to inquire about upcoming meetings and RECAP events. 
You'll also find a listing for RECAP with more information in the “Organs” section of the magazine. 
Uncut plans to publish a preliminary report on the on-going questionnaire sometime in 1993. (You 
may photocopy these pages if you do not wish to remove them from the magazine). 


aur help in providing this information with candid answers will help us as we seek to gets 
others, especially doctors, to realize the important function of the foreskin. Our findings will 
hopefully help us to educate parents and health care professionals of the lifelong 
consequences of circumcision. All responses will be considered anonymous. 


1. Whenwereyouborn? Months Year 

2. Atwhat age were youcircumcised? Atbirth__—iInfancy-6yrs._——6-12yrs. 
13-19yrs. ss 20-29yrs_—s AfterageSO_ 

3. Is/was your father circumcised? Yes == No_____—srDon’tknow____ 

4. Is/are your brother(s) circumcised? Yes__==No_—Don’tknow____ 


PLEASE ANSWER THE FOLLOWING QUESTIONS IF YOU WERE CIRCUMCISED IN INFANCY. 

5a. If you were circumcised in infancy, at what age did you realize you were circumcised? 

5b. What reasons were you given for being circumcised, and by whom? (check all that apply) 
Hygiene___Phimosis___Religion___ Family___Tradition___ Noneatall___ Other___ 
Prevent masturbation Prevent bed wetting To look like others 


5c. By whom? Mother___Father___ Doctor___ Counselor___ Religious official___Other__ 


5d. Has your circumcision affected your masturbation? Yes No 


5e. Ifso, how 
PROCEED TO QUESTION NUMBER8. 


ANSWER THE FOLLOWING QUESTIONS IF YOU WERE CIRCUMCISEDASA YOUTH. 


6a. If it was done as a youth, were you told about it beforehand? Yes No 


6b. What anesthesia was used? Local General 
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6c. If you were circumcised as a youth, was it done: 
With your consent? Yes___ No___ 
With prior explanation of procedure? Yes No___ 
6d. What reasons were you given for being circumcised? (check all that apply) 
Hygiene___ Phimosis___Religion___Family___ Tradition __ Noneat all 
Prevent masturbation Prevent bed wetting To look like others Other 
6e.By whom? Mother___Father___Doctor___Counselor___ Religious Official __Other__ 
6f. What were your feelings about it at that point in time? 


1 2 3 4 5 (Please circle one) 
Pleased Indifferent Unhappy  Anger/Fear Rage 


6g. Has your circumcision affected your masturbation? Yes No 


6h. Ifso, how 
PROCEED TO QUESTIONS. 


ANSWER THE FOLLOWING QUESTIONS IF YOU WERE CIRCUMCISEDAS AN ADULT. 
7a. If circumcised after puberty, how did circumcision affect masturbation? 


More sensitive Less sensitive Easier to achieve orgasm 
More satisfying Less satisfying More difficult to achieve orgasm 


7b, Did you use lubricants for masturbation before circumcision? Yes No 


7c. After circumcision, do you now find it necessary to use lubricants for masturbation? Yes No 
7d. Has circumcision affected other sexual activities? Yes No 
7e. If so, how 


PLEASE ANSWERALL THE REMAINING QUESTIONS. 


8. As an adult, have you ever talked with your parents about your circumcision? Yes No 


9, Which parent was more pro-circumcision? Mother Father Both Don't know 


10. Which parent made the final decision? 
Mother Father Both Don’t know 


11. Have you talked to anyone else regarding your concerns about circumcision or restoration: 
(check all that apply in each column) 


Circumcision Restoration 
Parents 
Friends 
Spouse/Partner _ 
Siblings 
Other 


| | 


12. Has circumcision done anything positive for you? Yes No 


12a. Ifso, what 


13, Have you ever felt embarrassed, self-conscious or been ridiculed about being circumcised? Yes No 


13a. Ifso, how 


14. Has your circumcision ever made you feel: (check ail that apply) 


Inferior Superior 
Less masculine More masculine 
Less attractive More attractive 
Object of ridicule Admired 
Self-conscious Self-assured 
Embarrassed Proud 

15. Atwhat age did you realize that not all males were circumcised? 1-5 6-12 13-19 
20-29 After age 30 

16. What were your feelings about it then? 

1 es 3 4 5 (Please circle one) 


Indifferent MildRegret Unhappy Anger Rage 


17, When you discovered other males were not circumcised, what feeling arose? 


(check all that apply) Curiosity Envy Admiration Disdain Neutral Anger Loss 


18. Are you envious of men that are intact? Yes No 


19. In what year did you find out about the possibility of restoring your foreskin? 


19a. From what source? 

20. What did you do about it? 
Improvise a technique Seek reading material Consult a counselor 
Contact BUFF Contact a support group Consult a physician 

21, Have you sought or begun any restoration procedures? Yes No 


21a. If so, which procedure? 


Surgical 


Non-surgical: 
Taping 
Rubber Rings 
Weights 
Cotton balls 
Foam/plastic cones 
Other (describe) 


22. If you have been using a non-surgical procedure, how long have you been stretching your foreskin? 
Years Months 


23. What results have you had so far? None Moderate As expected Beyond expectation 


24, Willyou continue? Yes No 


25. Have you had any problems with the method you are using? Yes No 


25a. If so, what sort 


26. What results do you want to achieve with the stretching? 


More flexible skin Partial glans coverage Total coverage when flaccid 
Coverage & overhang when flaccid Coverage when erect 
27. Do you want to have some surgery to contoru or “tuck” the new foreskin? Yes No 


28. Do you feel different about yourself now because you are regaining your foreskin? Yes No 


28a. If so, how 


29. Have you had any of these complications due to stretching procedures: (check all that apply) 


Cuts Bleeding Decreased sensitivity 
Abrasion Stretch marks Painful sensitivity 
Rash Pain 
30. If you could afford the procedure, would you prefer to have a surgical foreskin restoration? Yes No 
31. Ifo, have you consulted a physician for help? Yes No 


31a. If so, how did the physician respond? (check all that apply) 


With sensitivity/compassion 

With ridicule 

With indifference 

Recommended psychological help 


32. Have you undergone psychological counseling concerning your desire to restore? Yes No 
32a. If so, for how long? Years Months Weeks Days 
33. How did the counseling affect your desire to restore your foreskin? Encouraged it Discouraged it 


34. If you have not consulted a physician regarding restoration, why? (check all that apply) 


Embarrassment 
Fear that the doctor will lack compassion/understanding 
Fear of ridicule 


35. How do you feel now after regaining (or attempting to regain) your foreskin? 
(check one from each column) 


More attractive Less attractive 
Natural/whole Freakish 
Satisfied Dissatisfied 
Object of envy Object of ridicule 
Self-assured Self-conscious 


36. If you have a spouse or partner, what are their feelings/reactions about your interest/participation 
in arestoration program? 


Acceptance Indifference 
Support Anger/Disdain 
Patience Ridicule 


Since race and religion are often an influencing factor in circumcision, it would help us to have the following information: 


37. What is your race? 
Caucasian African American Hispanic Asian 
American Indian Other: 


38. What is your family’s religious affiliation? 


Christian Jewish Muslim Other: 


THANK YOU FOR YOUR TIME AND PATIENCE IN COMPLETING THIS QUESTIONNAIRE. 
YOUR RESPONSES WILL BE EXTREMELY VALUABLE TO THIS STUDY. 
Please mail your questionnaire to: 


RECAP 
c/o R. Wayne Griffiths, M.S., M.Ed., 
3205 Northwood Drive, Suite 209, 
Concord, CA 94520 


Waar AN EXPLOSIVE COLLECTION OF HOT LATINO VIDEOS! FROM THE 
SEXY STUDS OF MEXICO TO THE SUPERHUNG SUPERSTUDS OF SOUTH 
AMERICA. THIS IS THE BEST LOOK AT LATINO HUNKS ANYWHERE! FROM 
THE SIZZLING COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY OF TONY STEVENS AND JIM MOSS, 
IN THEIR SPECIAL PRIVATE SLIDE VIDEOS, TO THE PULSE-POUNDING 
LATINO STROKERS IN THE VIVA MACHO SERIES —THIS IS MEXICAN MEAT AT 
ITS HOTTEST! PLUS, DON’T FORGET THE JIM MOSS TRAVEL VIDEO, THE 
BEST WAY TO SEE WHAT. THE MEN SOUTH OF THE BORDER HAVE TO 
OFFER! ALL VIDEOS ARE NEW, FACTORY-ISSUED. VIDEOS IN VHS ONLY. 


n Men of Brazil, photographer Tony Stevens stalks the town of Sao Paulo to 
capture some of the best hung Brazilian studs you've ever seen. Dozens of hot hunks 
with remarkable meat, and mostly unclipped! You'll find your pulse pounding to a 
salsa beat as photos of these horse-hung studs fill your screen for a solid hour. 


$29 


I, Men of Mexico, photographer Jim Moss has collected hundreds of his favorite 
still images of Mexican men, taken over a year he spent traveling the huge Latino 
nation. Captured in all their macho glory, this is an hour of breathtaking photography 


$29 


| n Viva Macho! we are transported to the live action world of the Mexico of legend. 
The hottest hunks Mexico has to offer give super-heated solo performances. From 
the tropical rain forests to the ancient temples of the Mayas, the settings are as 
stunning as the performers! 

$19 


I. Viva Macho Ii we are treated to more of the same, including some genuine 
farm-buddy scenes as the cameras head for the Mexican countryside. Viva Macho 
[1 has an English language narration. 

$19 


I. Jim Moss’ Guide to Gay Mexico, he and artist John Shown tell you everything 
you'll need to know to enjoy a vacation in the land of machoismo! From what to 
pack and how to get there, to what to see and where to go (and where not to go!); 
with tips on taking taxis, eating in restaurants, and a complete look at the gay nightlife 
of Mexico City! There’s everything here from nude disco dancers to the Ballet 
Folklorico, with lots to see no matter what your interests! Completely narrated, this 
very spicy travel video can be enjoyed even if you ‘re an armchair traveler! 

$29 


ha 1 
(_] MEN OF BRAZIL ($29) 
CB&V BOX97694 LAS VEGAS, NV 89103. [_]MEN OF MEXICO ($29) 
(_]GAY GUIDE ($29) 
Please send me the items indicated at right.!am  _] VIVA MACHO! ($19) 

an adult, over 21 years of age, and am buying this ~[_]viVA MACHO II ($19) 
material for my personal use. TOTAL 


SHIPPING $3.00 
(Signature) ENCLOSED 


and men, many of whom are uncut. 


[Send order and payment to: 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
STATE/ZIP 
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The tiny McBrayne’s inter- 
island steamer headed out of 
Oban port on Scotland's west 
coast, the choppy waters of a 
between-island channel causing 
the ship to jump and shud- 
der.The water hit the stubby bow 
with loud thwacks that travelled 
down the length of the deck 
under my feet,and a faint echo 
of the vibration seemed to signal 
my queasy stomach...now, it 
said. 

| vomited over the side, unheed- 


that he should have identified my 
cousin the gamekeeper straight off. 
The island had a total population of 
thirty-seven” 

“| have known him well.” A hand 
reached out for mine. “My name is 
lan. Let’s get together later, | have 
my sheep to see to now.” 

With a pleasant smile he 
sauntered off, an easy rolling gait 
that matched the pitching deck. 

“| have known him well...” | 
thought about that for a moment. 
People who are bilingual in Gaelic, 
the language of the islands, and 
English speak the latter tongue with 
an exactness that is the envy of the 


know it’s none of their business 
what you and | get up to...so they 
won't say anything.” 

He was perfectly correct, of 
course. | had forgotten how 
rigorously these people of the 
Western Isles minded their own 
business. ..and were always as- 
sured of their own privacy because 
they did so. 

Once in lan’s tiny cabin, we both 
threw off our clothes. His tempera- 
ment was, not surprisingly, identical 
to my own. No false modesty or 
game playing...we were here for 
sex, for whole-hearted enjoyment of 
each other’s bodies. 


i 


ing ing of the dense saltwater spray _rest of Britain. The oddly Biblical He pausedjust longenoughto the dense saltwater spray 
that hit against one side of my face. 

But when it was done, | felt bet- 
ter. I’m always at my worst leaving 
harbour waters, but once | throw up 
| get my sea legs instantly. | put my 
head over the side to allow the sea 
spray to wash the remaining vomit 
from my mustache and beard. 

“You look like you’ve had to do 
that before...” 

“Yes, I've been on more ships of 
every kind than you can possibly im- 
agine.” As | replied, | inventoried 
the man who had come on board 
seconds before the ship cast off. 
Young, tall, almost ridiculously 
broad shouldered, and disguised 
under the thick tweeds was—I 
guessed—an impressively muscled 
body, He was good looking ina 
sharp-faced sort of way...and his 
hair was the same flaming red as 
my own! 

That was what seemed to inter- 
est the stranger about me.’’Are you 
from around here then,” he asked, 
his eyes drawn to my virtually identi- 
Cal Celtic features. 

“My family...a long time ago. I’m 
visiting a cousin on Killiehuish isle.” 

“Would it be Roderick, Lord 
Fayne’s ghillie?” he asked. 

“Yes,” | said, not at all surprised 


rest of Britain. The oddly Biblical 
flavor and past tense of “I have 
known him well” could only mean 
one thing... My cousin Rod and 
this gorgeous shepherd named lan 
had once been lovers! 

Now that was an encouraging bit 
of news for horny old me setting out 
on a two-day trip on a very slow 
ship. 

Sure enough, as we finished an 
evening meal with the four-man 
crew he gave me a long lascivious 
wink as he cleaned away the 
remains of a bowl of mutton stew 
with a crust of bread. 

“Wid yie like some Spotted Dick 
for dessert?” suggested the crew- 
man who doubled in the galley, 
naming a popular British pudding 
that gets its name from the raisins 
that decorate a cylinder of sweet 
sponge. 

“I’ve got some dessert for our 
friend in my cabin, Bill,” said lan, 
rising from the table. 

| followed the tall shepherd out of 
the tiny dining salon, noting the in- 
terested but polite silence of the 
group as we left. 

“Are they all gay?” | asked, 
curious about lan’s apparent open- 
ness in front of the crew. 

“| don’t know,” said lan, “but they 


He paused just long enough to 
examine my skimpy briefs. 

“You don’t spend much of your 
life in Scotland, these would never 
keep you warm here.” He looked at 
the label. “Made in Egypt. Do Arabs 
wear these under those robes?” 

“Let’s keep my travel tales until 
we have nothing better to do.” 

He laughed, and shucked off his 
own woolen shorts. 

| fell to my knees in mock 
astonishment. 

“Jesus, lan, those really are the 
family jewels!” 

“Aye,” he murmured hefting his 
balls, “the royal orbs.” He slowly 
stroked his quickly hardening dick, 
“and the royal scepter. Ten inches. 
Think you can handle it...” 

| rose and pushed him on his 
back across the bunk. His body was 
long and lean, the muscles bunched 
and curled and ripped by years of 
hard work. 

“| love your body, lan,” | said, 
lightly tripping my fingertips up over 
his ridged belly to toy with the gristly 
firmness of his tits. “So hard. It 
must be all that hard work wrestling 
full-grown rams and digging peat.” 

“No, it’s not, | have a good set of 
free weights at home on the island, 
and | use Nautilus equipment every 
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time I’m in Oban on business.” 


Life is tough for romantics like me. 


“However you did it, the results 
are magnificent,” | said firmly, troll- 
ing my hand back down to his 
crotch. The huge pale white prick 
looked as though it were a rocket 
rising from a bed of flame. For the 
first time | had a real idea of just 
how exciting and unusual orientals 
found my prick. 

| looked down at my own hard 
weapon. Smaller, but just as 
dramatic. The one difference was 
that | had a carefully acquired 
tan...not deep, but a pleasing red- 
dish bronze. lan was alabaster pale, 
only his face and neck and 
forearms had the same kind of red- 
dish bronze tan. 

Noticing my examination he 
pushed himself up on his elbows. “I 
wish | could get tanned all over, you 
look really good.” 

“But | don’t have ten niches of 
fuckpole waiting to be sucked off,” | 
said, leaning forward to suck up the 
bunch of ropy foreskin still veiling 
his cockhead. | chewed slowly on it, 
enjoying the faint cheesy musti- 
ness. Then, compressing my lips, | 
pushed the loose skin backwards 
over the silky wetness of his glans. 
When my lips moved over and lock- 
ed behind the coronal rim | stopped, 
then slowly, slowly, let my lips pull 
lightly forward back over the creamy 
nakedness of the cockhead. | made 
my tongue tip squirrel into the piss- 
slit, teasing out the first drops of 
salty pre-cum. | heard lan groan ap- 
preciatively and felt his hips grind 
upward, pushing his now hot and 
throbbing cock deep into my throat. 

As the full length of his shaft 
lanced past my lips, | felt the ripple 
effect of the stacked-up foreskin 
travel back along its length. The 
pumped and ridged veins pressed 
against my encircling lips as they 
moved down on the cock, pushing a 
stack of foreskin ahead like a snow 
plough in winter. Ahead of me was 
the fiery bush of lan’s cockhair. | 
strained to make contact and bury 
my face in its mirror-image 
familiarity... but a ten-incher im- 
poses its own rules. 

| pulled back and began to chew 
and suck and tongue-tease along 
the underside of the great cock, 
strumming the delicate frenum with 
wicked insistence. From the piss-slit 
a steady stream of pre-cum leaked 
downward to moisten my tongue as 
| played hard on my kinsman’s skin 
flute. 

| flipped my body over onto the 
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narrow bunk bed and wriggled into 
acomfortable sixty-nine position, en- 
circling the massive thighs so that | 
could start to finger-fuck lan’s ass- 
hole. He moved in on my cock like 
the hungry basking-sharks often 
found in these northern waters. 

We moved easily into a fuck 
rhythm, mouths moving down on 
hot and rigid dicks and fingers 
moving up tight and eager 
shitchutes. Chest to belly, belly to 
chest, we welded ourselves 
together with the kind of energy that 
only lust can generate. | felt sweat 
begin to build up between our 
twinned flesh, and heard our bodies 
begin to slurp noisily as we pressed 
hard against each other. 

Then, suddenly, lan began to jerk 
and pump in an ecstatic frenzy. His 
cock was ramming into the back of 
my throat, threatening to unhinge 
my tonsils. Then he came— 
gushed—creamy love juice erupted 
against the back of my throat... 

| didn’t panic, but managed to 
take all he had. When he finally 
pulled back through my jism- 
wadded mouth, | made sure my lips 
sealed in the precious load, so that 
no more than a few drops trailed 
downward over my chin. 

Moving fast, | repositioned myself 
between lan’s legs and pushed my 
lips against the rosy pucker of his 
asshole. Spreading the asshole with 
my fingers | blew in a load of lan’s 
own spunk, thrusting deeply into the 
love canal with fierce stabs of my 
tongue. 

“Yes...oh, yes! You’re greasing 
my arse with my own sperm. It’s 
hot...hot...oh...fuck me hard!.” 

| obliged, ramming my dick up 
past the encircling sphincter deep 
into the jism-slick darkness. 

He was tight. | felt the pressure 
ringing my cock as | plunged 
repeatedly into that fantastic 
pleasure prison. Some of his cum 
juice creamed back along my shaft 
to circle frothily around the base of 
my cock. With a finger, | scooped it 
away and spread it over his still-hot, 
still-hard cock, which swayed with 
each plunge of my cock into lan’s 
ass.. Although he was still complete- 
ly hard, the foreskin had wriggled 
up over the cockhead, so that the 
folds of foreskin splattered wetly 
against my belly and left traces of 
re-used cum. 

| leaned forward, still pumping 
hard, and crushed lan’s giant ten-in- 
cher between our two bellies. Being 
slightly taller, | was able to make 
contact, tit to tit. Next, | was able to 


cram my tongue into the mouth that 
was so like my own. 

We writhed together, so close | al- 
most feared our bodies would bear 
the welts of friction burns. But the 
sweat bathed us protectively. With a 
cry that | could not stop, and which 
must have rung around the tiny ship 
and out over the dark waves, | 
came. A torrent of love juice surged 
up through the blissfully agonized 
flesh of my dick, muscling its way 
through my well-exercised urethra, 
to spill its hot abundance into lan’s 
unseen pleasure treasury. 

At the same instant, like an incen- 
diary, lan came yet again in the al- 
most sealed space between our 
bellies. | felt the surge of wet male- 
ness puddling stickily... 

We uncoupled slowly, tongue dis- 
connecting from tongue, nipples 
parting from nipples, belly peeling 
away from belly...but with great 
ropy streamers of jism stretching be- 
tween us as through willing us to 
stay in fleshy union. | pulled out 
from lan’s ass. More streamers of 
cum struggled to hold us 
together...but finally they dropped 
away, clinging to both our thighs. 

Without haste, | began to tongue 
off all the jism that decorated the 
hard-muscled body which lay 
beneath me. lan had slipped into 
sleep with ease. When | was 
finished snacking on his body, | 
kissed him and snuggled in behind 
him and feel asleep myself. 

The next day | wandered the 
ship, reliving the wonders of the pre- 
vious evening. lan had beena 
memorable fuck, and | was im- 
patient to take him to bed for the 
one more night left before we ar- 
rived on the island. 

Unfortunately two of the most ag- 
gressive rams had a fight in late 
evening and lan was a full hour in 
bandaging the wounds of the loser. 
He could not separate the two an- 
tagonists because there was only 
one pen on deck, and so he told me 
that he would have to bunk down on 
the deck to supervise his charges. 

“lan, we're not going to pass up a 
chance for another fuckfest...” 

“Och, no,” he interrupted, “I’m 
going to make us up a comfy pallet 
and we can go at it. They'll no be 
able to see anything from the wheel- 
house because of the pile of deck 
cargo, so we'll preserve all the 
decencies.” 

| wasn’t so sure | cared about 
preserving any decencies, but know- 
ing that | was going to get naked 
with lan once again put me in a very 


good mood all through supper. 

“The voyage seems to be agree- 
ing with you,” observed the captain 
without a trace of sarcasm, noting 
the enthusiasm with which | was 
devouring the evening meal of oat- 
meal-coated fried herring. 

When Ian and | settled down on 
deck, | was surprised to find how 
mild the night air had become. 
Being naked would be no hardship. 

“Had you forgotten the Gulf 
Stream ends up among these is- 
lands?” asked lan. 

| had, but instruction in sea lore 
was the last thing on my mind and it 
didn’t take lan long to know what 
kind of instruction | really wanted... 

“Can you get that monster up my 
ass?” | wondered. 

“Nae bother...just a little patience 
will do it.” 

| presented my ass submissively 
before his imperial cock, and felt its 
soft tip brush lightly between my 
asschecks. As | was on my hands 
and knees, my own dick began to 
sway heavily between my legs. | felt 
lan dip to push his cock under my 
crotch to prod the dangling orbs of 
my ballsack, then he allowed his 
enormous prick to slide on up so 
that his cockhead teased at the sen- 
sitive underside of my cock. 

lan reached around me and firm- 
ly held both of our cocks together, 
and then he stroked them together 
in an insistently regular rhythm. Our 
twinned cocks fed off each other’s 
heat, and the full length of his vein- 
gnarled lovestick rubbed deliciously 
against the spongy firmness of my 
own cock. 

He turned me around and pulled 
my cockhead into the magic dark- 
ness of his abundant foreskin. | had 
docked before in the wonderland of 
uncut maleness, but lan’s extra en- 
dowment of papery foreskin allowed 
my entire cockhead to be swal- 
lowed up. For a long time we were 
content to be piss-slit to piss-slit, 
with only an increasing moistness 
beneath the moving cloth of fores- 
kin that we shared telling me that 
our love juices were mingling...and 
urging us on. 

lan lay back on the deck and | 
straddled him and let his great cock 
ease on up into my ass. So thick 
and stiff and long was lan’s cock 
that | felt as though | had impaled 
myself on the mast of a sailing ship. 
His cock seemed to punch through 
beyond any limits reached by any 
other ass-fucking | had experienced. 

My mind drifted dreamily into a 
world of endless gay pleasures.. .all 


cocks and jism and the warmth of 
perfect maleness...and at that mo- 
ment the sky above changed from 
mere spots of twinkling light to 
whirls of pulsating color. As | 
watched, my ass anchored on lan’s 
great male totem, the heavens 
celebrated our fleshy ecstacy. As 
lan’s thrusts spiralled me onward to 
inevitable orgasm, the sky glowed 
and danced ever more spectacular- 
ly. The Northern Lights shone on 
our pleasure, blessed our rutting 
bodies, urged us on to unimagined 
sexual bliss... 

My hands fluttered lightly across 
lan’s tight body, marvelling at the 
velvety richness of his hairless 
chest and rejoicing at the ever- 
present thrum and twitch of finely- 
toned musculature that lay just 
beneath that softness. 

lan’s hand worshipped my 
cock...teasing, toying, touching me 
in ways that awoke all the sexual 
hungers burning within. He was 
rough and then gentle—a firm 
squeeze on my balls would be fol- 
lowed swiftly by a gentle and playful 
flicking of my frenum. He knew how 
to pleasure my cock and he did all 
the things | liked to do to myself. 

“| want to get in your ass,” | mut- 
tered, huskily. 

He smiled knowingly at me as | 
thrust his thighs back with a quick 
push of my shoulders, my cock 
simultaneously slipping up into his 
tight ass with its obedient sphincter 
that could be made to tighten and 
then let go...tighten and let go... 

As | fucked, his cock resumed 
the belly-smacking rhythm | remem- 
bered from the night before. But 
after a moment lan began to coil for- 
ward, inch by inch until his mouth 
hovered over his own giant cock. As 
| plunged up his ass at an ever-in- 
creasing tempo, lan sucked on his 


- own cockhead. 


Man, was | turned on... 

| threw myself into the final spirall- 
ing frenzy of orgasm and felt my 
sperm thunder out into the warm 
moistness; load after load; | was 
really a comer. And | was so fired 
by the excitement of seeing lan 
suck himself off. 

When | was finished, | rushed to 
lap up the jism dribbling from lan’s 
asshole. | was just in time. 

| transferred my mouthful of love 
juices to lan’s shaft, and begin lick- 
ing it up the length of that monster 
until my tongue made contact with 
lan’s mouth on one of its downward 
plunges. 

| felt my cock begin to stiffen up 


again... 

lan pulled back from mouthing 
his dick. 

“Let me try to do both of us.” 

Without a word | quickly 
maneuvered into a linked-scissor 
position that brought our cocks 
together. lan bent forward and | felt 
his hot lips encircle the tips of both 
our cocks. 

| had to raise my ass from the 
deck to make it possible, but dis- 
comfort was the last thing on my 
mind as lan’s mouth devoured us 
both. Together, we were too big for 
him to go down very far, but our hel- 
met-shaped cockheads were easily 
consumed by his questing mouth. 
Soon | felt the rush of a renewed or- 
gasm. | was going to have a wet 
come after all, even though it had 
only been about ten minutes from 
the last orgasm. 

| felt us spurt together into lan’s 
mouth, and saw the dribbling ex- 
cess spill out from under his lips. 

| can’t remember a fuck session 
more inventive or satisfying. lan 
lived at the edge of the world, but 
our sex had been big-city raunchy 
and hot. And the Northern Lights 
fired our imaginations with its dis- 

lay. 
Throughout the night we did 
other things to our tireless bodies. It 
was a little eerie how we could an- 
ticipate each other’s cravings so per- 
fectly, and nothing was off-limits to 
our probing tongues and dicks. 

A thought occurred to me. “Do 
you suppose we're related,” | asked. 
“It's almost certain if your folks 

are from the islands.” lan’s tone 
was matter-of-fact. Noting my 
raised eyebrow he went on, ‘Nearly 
all of the guys | fuck are some kind 
of cousin...there’s not a lot of 
variety out here.” His voice 
sounded momentarily morose, and 
a little wistful. “I suppose you’ve 
had lots of foreign pricks?” 

“True,” | replied. 

“| really fancy a Chinese or an 
American Indian,” lan added, sud- 
denly enthusiastic. 

“It can be arranged...cousin,” | 
said soothingly. “But right now | 
want to drink a toast to kinsmen.” 

| closed my eyes and thrust my 
mouth over his shiny-slick purple 
glans with its glistening wet piss-slit. 
With just some final effort | would 
soon celebrate the pleasuring of kin 
with the foaming treasure, the 
princely juices, the liquid manly es- 
sence of what | knew were truly my 
family jewels. A 
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There is no cure for HIV. But there is an expanding array of 
treatment options. The AIDS/HIV Treatment Directory, published by the 
American Foundation for AIDS Research (AmFAR) is a “user-friendly” guide 
to the full range of approved and experimental treatments, presented in a 
clear but comprehensive format for people with HIV disease and their 
primary-care physicians. 

A paid subscription to the Directory is the best way to guarantee 
receiving this vital information regularly. A subscription is also an ideal way 
to support the important, on-going efforts of AmFAR to raise desperately 
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needed funds fo underwrite research and education about HIV disease. A one- 
year subscription (4 issues) is only $30.00. To subscribe, or to make a 
contribution, send your check to AmFAR. 


Your options may be greater than you think. 
American Foundation for AIDS Research 
1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 


People with HIV disease who cannot afford a paid subscription may obtain a complimentary 
copy by calling the National AIDS Information Clearinghouse at 1+800+458+5231. 
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ON TRACK 


BY RICK JIACcHKRSON 


| noticed the foxy marine the mo- 
ment | boarded the tail car of the 
San Diego Trolley. He stood out 
something fierce. It was 11:50 of 
a Thursday night, and downtown 
San Diego was almost deserted. 
Even if Brent had been hidden in 
the background of a fuck-flick, 
though, his body and smile were 
fine enough that my lizard would 
have done somersaults. Alone 
on the car, he was all | could 
see. | don’t need to spell out how 
a young lance corporal’s pecs, 
crowned with hard, meaty tits, fill 
out his T-shirt or how flat and 
tight and savory his gut is. Un- 
less you've spent you live in a 
cave, you know all about Marine 
muscle. 

Brent was more than just a well- 
built animal set for stud. He was 
cute as a bug’s ear besides. At 
nineteen, standing five-foot-nine, 


with blond hair and the greenest 
eyes outside the cat family, he wore 


a boyish grin set in a warrior’s jaw, 
blending youth and a studly sen- 
suality hot enough to melt molyb- 
denum. 

| sat helpless, gawking at his 
reflection in the windows as we slid 
along through the night. Once or 
twice, | thought | saw him aim a sly, 
sidelong glance at me, but | wasn’t 
sure until we'd passed Market. 
When no one got on at the transfer 
station, | took the chance and 
walked over to his seat. Tough as 
they come, | sneered down into his 
Luke Skywalker face and said, “If 
you want to suck it, Marine, just say 
so.” 

His foxy face flashed through a 
dozen emotions from fear to shock 
to delight. Then he grinned like a 
fool and said, “So.” 

| tore off my T-shirt and ripped 
open the buttons on my trousers. 
My butt-starved lizard slammed up 
against my bare belly with a no-non- 
sense SMACK that echoed up and 
down the car. Like any highly 
trained Marine fighting machine, 
once the beach was clear, young 
Brent didn’t waste any time charg- 
ing my rampart. He sucked my swol- 


len, pre-cum oozing dickhead into 
his cute little face in one swift, 
relentless motion. When my meat 
was warm and slathered in spit, he 
eased it out again so he could lap 
up my shaft like any other spaniel 
with a meaty bone. 

Now and again, he’d give mea 
break and let my dick slide back 
into his mouth for a moment’s 
tongue-lashing. The slut couldn’t 
get enough of my sweet pre-cum. 
Once | was licked clean, though, his 
rough tongue would start to spin 
around my swollen meathead like a 
buzz-saw in a tornado until every 
nerve ending was aching for atime 
out. He was interested in more than 
my meat, though: his tongue loved 
to lap at my ballbag, knocking my 
nuts around with his prodding nose 
and jarhead mouth-organ. 

He sank his face deep into my 
crotch to breathe in great lungfuls of 
my nasty, smelly man-musk while 
he worked. His lips took time out to 
kiss and suck at my thighs. His lips 
and tongue pummeled my balls. 
Often as not, they ended up being 
sucked into his mouth so he could 
gnaw lightly at my spooge-lockers 
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as he sucked on them like some 
protein-hungry vampire. But as | 
leaned up against the seat opposite 
his, my feet spread wide in the aisle 
so he could work his Marine magic, 
most of his sucking was con- 
centrated on the thick nine inches of 
raw need that pulsed and throbbed 
between us. Whenever my dick 
would begin to dry out, his tongue 
slipped up from my wet bails and 
spread satisfaction in his path. 

That bumpy, serpentine tongue 
slathered spit across my shaft, slam- 
ming here and there as every 
heartbeat pumped even more pas- 
sion into my butt-buster, until his 
young face and my hard, naked 
belly were both dripping wet. 

While his tongue was driving 
every frazzled nerve in my joint fran- 
tic, the slut manhandled my ass, 
too. His strong hands ripped my 
butt cheeks wide so his fingers 
could slither down my dank, nasty 
ass-crack. | knew what he was look- 
ing for, but he seemed in no hurry 
to find it. He prodded and stroked 
and slid those magic fingers of his 
as though we had years instead of 
only a few miles to do The Deed. 

At any stop, some geek could 
climb aboard the car and find us. | 
should have been worried, but his 
face and body were so choice, | 
was willing to risk almost anything. 

When his fingers finally found my 
fuckhole, he didn’t pry it open as a 
sailor would have. He rubbed and 
tickled and pinched my tight squid 
butthole, knowing from experience 
how fine he could make me feel. 
Like most Marines, he was a bottom 
at heart and didn’t need his dick up 
my butt. What he needed most in 
the world just then was my best 
asset up his tight, Marine hole 

| felt my hips swaying back and 
forth as his fingers went seriously to 
work, massaging my fuckhole with a 
delicious, regular, hypnotic motion 
unlike anything I'd ever known. As 
his fingers dried out, he’d scoop a 
swath of spit off my balls so the 
gentle, relentless circles he was 
tracing across my asshole would lull 
me even deeper into the limp limbo 
of lust. | remember giving up his 
face long enough to pull off his shirt 
so | could run my hands across his 
broad, muscle-knotted shoulders as 
well as through that short-cropped 
jarhead haircut. 

The combination of Brent's 
fingers playing at my ass and his 
tongue twisting around my joint 
seduced me into a stupor that grew 
richer and more mesmerizing with 
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every delicious stroke. The leather- 
necked cockhound would probably 
still be grinding away at my crotch if 
he hadn't eased his face one time 
too many over the swollen knob slip- 
ping and sliding against my belly. 

When his lips slithered their way 
across my purple throb, something 
inside my guts snapped. | felt my 
balls explode and the load of my 
young life shoot up through my tor- 
tured dick. As that frothy cream 
surged north, my cum-tube 
stretched until | thought the head of 
my dick was ready to pop off. 

| heaved and rammed and 
pounded my meat into that cute 
Marine face, grinding his pug nose 
into my stiff, rust-colored pubes, 
and heard him gurgle and sputter 
like a clogged-up drain. Brent knew 
the taste of quality cream. His lips 
and throat sucked away the haze of 
ecstasy bred by his butt massage. 

One second | was lost in a daze; 
the next, my hands wrapped around 
the back of his neck and my squid 
dick was reaming so far down his 
tight Marine throat that | polished 
his tonsils. One spasm after another 
shook me rigid. All | could do was 
try to hold onto the vulpine head 
bobbing off the end of my cock as 
my guts turned inside out and shot 
creamy fire down Brent’s spunk- 
sucking throat. 

| half-heard my grunts and 
moans of satisfaction ricocheting in- 
side the car. The lights streaking 
past outside were as unreal as the 
perfection of that throat or the 
hands clawing at my ass or the feel 
of my load being sucked up out of 
my balls like some long, very prickly 
worm. | must have blacked out for a 
time. When | came back to life, my 
hands were pulling at his ears like 
bootstraps, and | was dry-humping 
his facehole. | remember giving 
Brent's jarhead a few good last 
thrusts to show him who was boss, 
and then pried him off my nine hard 
inches of nautical weapon. 

He tenderly kissed my thighs and 
thanked me. | think the goof was 
trying to work his way back to rim 
my hole when | pulled him to his 
feet: While | was busy having my 
way with him, he had worked his 
dick out of his jeans. | grabbed a 
handful and twisted his foreskin 
back along the shaft so | could see 
what he had. 

He had plenty: a plum-sized 
purple dickhead that had my name 
all but engraved on it. | slid my fist 
forward and tore off a twisting hand- 
ful of his man-scent. He kept his 


gear clean, but | could smell the un- 
mistakable musk of a man: stale 
sweat blended with perhaps a hint 
of some carelessly shaken piss and 
aged to perfection inside his soft 
cocksock. | knew that before | let 
him escape, I’d have that dick down 
my own throat, savoring its taste 
and smell as much as | savored the 
sight of his studly young body. 

First, though, | knew what he 
needed more than anything: the 
fuck of his life. Knowing Marines, | 
saw he wanted to spread right then; 
but | wanted to taste my cum on his 
lips. | wanted to suck lightly on his 
ear lobe and maybe drill my tongue 
inside. | wanted to lose myself in 
the crystal depths of his green eyes 
and hold his hard, lean body in my 
arms. 

| reached down and cupped his 
classic butt, lifting him slightly and 
pulling him hard against my naked, 
heaving flesh as we jostled through 
the night, rattling together in the 
trolley’s rhythm until our stiff man- 
hoods tangled between our bellies, 
fighting like elk at the rut. 

| kissed his neck and slid my 
nails up and down his spine until | 
heard a moan escape from the 
depths of his soul that said every- 
thing. It said, “Please...fuck me— 
hard—now!” It begged for my 
strength and my tenderness, for my 
mastery and my love—at least fora 
moment. 

After surviving boot camp and the 
brutal, faceless life of the Corps for 
so long, he needed to connect with 
another human being—to have part 
of someone else deep inside him. 

My lips coasted down to his 
shoulders, and | felt his tits grow 
even harder with yearning as they 
drilled through the thick red thatch 
covering my chest as our bodies - 
lurched and scraped together. Sud- 
denly he moaned again, a soft, al- 
most subsonic 
“Pleeaaaasssssseeee.” 

_ | let my hands slide from his butt 
fora moment and he was already 
turned around, draped over the 
back of a seat. 

Any other time, I’d have made it 
my business to stop and admire 
what he had. The Corps really does 
build men—and especially butts. 
Most Marines have fine, hard butts 
that jut straight out at you and seem 
to hang magically suspended, just 
waiting for your meat to slide be- 
tween them. Brent’s had the extra 
bonus of being soft-skinned and 
hairless. 

As | slid my butt-buster between 


those massive mounds of Marine 
man-muscle, | felt his super-soft 
skin stretched over clumps hard as 
carbon steel. When my dick skated 
down that smooth, hairless trench, | 
realized the hole | was about to 
claim would be even better than 
Brent’s face. 

| reached around to grab his tits, 
pulling them slightly to confuse the 
pain of my crashing through into his 
shit-chute. | began gently prodding 
against his hole and felt his pink 
muscles nibble at my lizard’s snout, 
inviting me in. My hips began to arc 
up a little harder with every stroke, 
pounding now against his fuckhole 
so that eventually I’d break through 
into glory. 

Brent wasn’t about to wait for 
eventually, though. He was a 
desperate young man in one very 
quick hurry. He wasn’t interested in 
gentle, civilized lovemaking; he 
wanted me to fuck him up the butt. 
His asshole flew back in one swift, 
cruel lunge that would have sent me 
reeling if his hole hadn't already 
eaten my meat for breakfast. | felt 
that starving, slick Marine shit-chute 
slam up over my throbbing dick- 
head, streak across my trigger- 
ridge, glide up my crankshaft, and 
wrap itself tightly into my pubes. 

| cupped his pecs in my hands 
and felt his hard tits drilling into my 
palms. Looking down over his 
shoulders, | saw his hands gripping 
the seatback with white knuckles, 
but the way his head was thrown 
back and the open-mouthed moans 
of pleasure ripped from his soul told 
a different story. 

If his body was having a hard 
time, his spirit was soaring. 

Brent’s hot Marine butt cinched it- 
self around my crankshaft like the 
final voice of doom. He eased him- 
self down my thick shaft, milking me 
for every sensation he could find. 
Then, once he'd found my trigger- 
ridge again with the tight sphincters 
holding me prisoner, he arched his 
ass up alittle, flared his fuckhole for 
a moment, and growled a chal- 
lenge. “Go to it, squid-dick. Show 
me what you can do.” 

If he wanted it rough, that was 
fine with me. | shoved his head 
down, grabbed his hips, and started 
slamming my butt-buster harder 
and faster up into his hungry hole 
with every stroke. The SMACK of 
flesh against hard, sweaty flesh 
counted my cadence; his feral 
groans and moans of ecstasy urged 
me onward. 

Every stroke of my man-meat up 


his slutty Marine fuckhole was dif- 
ferent. Sometimes he’d grip my 
lizard hard enough to strangle it; 
other times he would let his 
muscles ripple up and down my 
shaft like a flute solo. 

When | found his prostate and 
crashed into it, | felt him give an 
extra-special squeal of delight. 
Sometimes shivers or goose bumps 
would roll across his hard, naked 
flesh and his hole would grind itself 
into my wiry pubes on the in-stroke. 
Sometimes | just held him tight for a 
moment and let the thwackety- 
thwack of the train vibrate his shit- 
chute along my thick dick. 

| wrapped one arm under his 
belly to claim absolute control of the 
action—and to free my other arm to 
grab his nuts now and again or 
tweak his tits or coast up along his 
strong flanks while | fucked the 
living shit out of his ass. Each time 
my cum-slit slammed into the end of 
his fuck-tunnel, he’d grunt in satis- 
faction. 

When | hunched over him like a 
cur dog with a mongrel bitch and 
skimmed my lips across his neck, 
he purred like the slut he was. | 
licked the sweat from his neck and 
ear while | reamed his hole, heaving 
him harder and faster against the 
seat while the city slid past. My hips 
were on auto-pilot now, fucking for 
their own pleasure rather than his. | 
wasn't making love; | was reaming 
ass, | wasn’t a noble defender of 
freedom—or even a sailor on liber- 
ty; | was a jungle animal turned 
loose on a piece of fresh meat. My 
dick ate nine inches of his butt with 
every vicious bite, and always had 
room to tear off another piece. | felt 
his ass respond to my abuse, rising 
relentlessly to skewer his virtue on 
the lance of my lust. 

Time seemed to slide along on 
rails as smooth and relentless as 
the trolley. My fucking dick began to 
glow and then to burn from friction, 
but | knew Brent was warming his 
ass on our fire so | just turned up 
the heat. Soon, hunched over his 
lean, killing-machine body, | lost 
control even of memory and lost 
myself in the timeless mist of in- 
stincts older than man himself. 

| heard three voices. | recognized 
Brent’s “Ohhh! Jeessssuuusssss, 
Yeeeessssss!” first. Then | heard 
mine, grunting and slavering like the 
depraved rapine beast he had 
made me, as | had made him. The 
third voice took longer to recognise. 
Then | realized it was the trolley an- 
nouncer over the loudspeaker 


saying that we’d reached the bor- 
der. We'd overshot 32nd Street and 
had all but left the country. 


| opened my eyes at last to dis- 


cover Brent was bent, ass-up, over 
the back of a seat—and | was still 
on top of him, sunk to the hilt in the 
juiciest butt of modern times. My 
teeth were locked into his strong 
shoulder, forcing his head onto the 
seat. My butt was aimed at the ceil- 
ing—not exactly the way | wanted to 
be caught. 


| lifted us off the seat and was dis- 


appointed to see Brent has blasted 
his load all over his belly and the 
plastic seat. I’d had other plans for 
his creamy jism. 


| knew the trolley driver would be 


coming down to our end of the train 
any second to start the last run 
back up to San Diego. Time was 
the one thing we didn’t have. 


| unplugged the best hole I'd 


found in a very long time and or- 
dered Brent to pull his act together. 
| couldn't resist reaching down to 
the seat to scoop up a handful of 
his Grade-A, USMC Prime to taste 
what he had. Then | realized what 
being at the border really meant 
and changed my mind. | made him 
lick his load from my hand as we 
somehow pulled our clothes on and 
were out the door before the driver 
showed up. 


| saw my little fuck-toy was still 


confused, so | spelled it out for him: 
we'd overshot the base. We didn't 
have to be back on base until 0700. 
We were yards from Tijuana— 
where there were more sleazy, no- 
questions-asked cheap hotel rooms 
than anywhere else on the planet. 
Now did he want to grab a room 
and let me lick the Marine cream off 
his chest before | fucked him again 
and made him fuck me until we 
were both rubbed raw—or did he 
want to climb back onto the rolley 
and go home? 


No one ever said Marines are 


quick, bless them; but | saw his face 
change as he squinted at the trolley 
and then looked at me and the bor- 
der crossing. That grin came back 
and widened to shit-eating propor- 
tions until he patted my ass and 
said, ‘“Vamanos!” A 
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i couldn’t believe it. There | 
sat in the department store 
security office, waiting to be 
arrested. 

“Yes. Let me talk to Sgt. 
Weaver.” The security guy sat back 
in the chair with his feet up on the 
desk. Cocky. Macho. Savoring 
every minute of catching a faggot. 

“Yes. Jack, this is Bob Powers. 
Great. We got another one. These 
guys just can’t seem to stay out of 
the johns.” He lit a cigarette and 
added a chuckle. “Okay, see you 
later.” 

He hung up the phone and 
reached down to a side drawer in 
the desk. His hand came up with an 
Official-looking form that he tossed 
onto the desk in front of him. Al- 
though the typewriter was at his left, 
he seemed in no hurry to fill out the 
form. Instead, he took a relaxed 
draw on his cigarette and shook his 
head. He was going to make me 
sweat it out. 

It had all started over a year ago. 
| had discovered a men’s room tuck- 
ed away in a far corner of the store. 


It was in a short hall at the end of a 
flight of unmarked stairs. The hall 
ended in a set of double doors. The 
rest rooms were the only exits from 
the hall. They were not listed on the 
store directory. | don’t think that 
many of the store employees knew 
that it was there. It wasn’t too 
surprising that almost no one ever 
came into the men’s room—at least 
not to piss. Being an out-of-the-way 
spot, it was frequented by men who 
knew it by legend. There were two 
stalls with a glory hole, two urinals, 
and two sinks with mirrors opposite 
the stalls. Quiet. Out of the way. 
The perfect tearoom. 

| had been there quite a bit over 
the past year. | knew that it wasn’t 
the place for sex, and | knew that | 
was in constant danger of being 
caught or mugged. Then again, 
maybe the danger was part of the 
turn-on. Anyway, it was the perfect 
spot for a quick trick during the 
week. 

I’d gone there after work a couple 
of weeks ago. Itching for action, | 
stepped in the stall against the wall, 
dropped my pants and settled in for 


a long stay. 

In just a few minutes, a guy came 
in and stepped into the next stall. 
He wore wing tip shoes and a navy 
pinstripe suit. Executive. There was 
a rustling as he removed his coat. | 
casually looked through the glory 
hole. He was standing in front of the 
toilet at a slight angle to give me a 
full view. His right hand unbuckled 
the black alligator belt and un- 
hooked the pants. Slowly, very slow- 
ly, he began to unzip the fly. It 
seemed that he would never reach 
the end of those zipper teeth. 

When he did finish, his hand 
came into view with the predictable 
wedding band. He brought both 
hands to the opened trousers and 
gently pulled them down to reveal 
his white boxer shorts. He wasn't 
hard yet, but | could see the outline 
of his cock hanging down on the left 
side. He pushed his pants down 
only to the bottom of the boxer 
shorts. Then his hands came up 
and unbuttoned the bottom of his 
white oxford shirt. He pulled it open 
to show a mass of salt-and-pepper 
hair on his belly. Not bad for an 
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older guy. Flat stomach. Must work 
out at the executive club every 
week. 

He then began to massage his 
cock through the boxer shorts. | 
could see his dick getting slightly 
hard. He reached in through the fly 
and rubbed his fingers in the dense 
bush of salt-and-pepper hair. His en- 
tire right hand disappeared through 
the fly and grabbed his cock and 
balls. He squeezed them repeated- 
ly, then pulled out. When he 
released them, they flopped in front 
of the white fabric. 

The great thing about a lot of 
older men is that they’re still intact 
with their foreskins. This one was 
no exception. Though not real long, 
his dick was fat. The folds of skin 
fell, allowing just a glimpse of his 
purplish dickhead. His hairy balls 
were big and hung real low. His 
right hand reached around his semi- 
hard cock and squeezed a drop of 
pre-cum to the piss slit. He pulled 
the skin back slightly and pushed it 
forward, stretching it far beyond the 
head. When he retracted the skin 
his moist glans appeared, glistening 
with pre-cum. 

My mouth watered as | stroked 
my own meat. | fantasized about 
wrapping my mouth around that 
tubesteak and tasting the salty, 
sticky head. The executive con- 
tinued to massage his dick, skinning 
it back and milking it down. By now 
it was standing up straight. Every 
time he pushed that skin forward, 
more pre-cum oozed out of it. His 
pace began to quicken. Faster and 
faster the skin slid over the fat dick- 
head. He took a few steps back and 
aimed at the toilet, speeding his 
strokes even more. 

Suddenly there was a shot of 
cum. Then another. And another. 
His hand pushed the skin forward 
and a final stream of jism oozed out 
and fell into the toilet. 

| could hear him breathing in 
short gasps. As he stood perfectly 
still, the stream of cum seemed to 
freeze between his foreskin and the 
toilet. After a short time, he let go of 
his flaccid dick and the skin rolled 
over the head. The executive 
reached over and tore off a piece of 
toilet paper. He pulled back the 
foreskin and wiped away the gobs 
of cum that were caught in the 
folds. | saw the paper fall into the 
toilet. When he had put away his 
cock and balls, he flushed the toilet, 
put on his coat and left. 

A long time seemed to pass. Just 
when | was ready to give up and 
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leave, the rest room door opened. 

“| can’t believe we've got three 
more hours of the this shit!” 

“Yeah, Hobbs has got me taking 
inventory on belts. Trying to look 
good in front of Nelson!” 

| heard the two clerks walk to the 
urinals while they talked, then the 
sound of piss striking porcelain sent 
me back to daydreaming. The 
men’s door opened again and | 
heard footsteps going into the other 
stall. When | looked down, | saw a 
pair of workboots. Things were look- 
ing interesting again... 

| looked sideways through the 
gloryhole. From what little | could 
see, the guy had a good build, 
covered by a sweatshirt. There was 
a large, faded bulge at the crotch of 
his jeans. He unbuckled his belt and 
unbuttoned his fly. When he had 
pushed the jeans slightly down from 
his hips, he took out his cock and 
balls. 

What a sight! 

His crotch was completely 
shaved. From the smooth flesh 
hung the most beautiful cock and 
balls | had ever seen. The soft, 
uncut dick was thick and about six 
inches long. It was heavily veined 
and the foreskin ended with a hole 
about the size of a dime. | could 
make out the form of his dickhead 
underneath the skin. Behind the 
cock hung a large set of shaved 
balls. The man grabbed his cock 
firmly and began to piss. | watched 
in fascination as he pissed for what 
seemed an eternity. 

By now the two clerks were leav- 
ing. | watched as the piss dwindled 
down to a trickle from the uncut 
cock. The guy shook it hard, forcing 
out the last golden dribbles. He 
squeezed the foreskin forward and 
pushed out a couple more drops. 
Two more shakes. With that, he 
pushed himself back into the right 
side of his jeans. He pulled the 
jeans back up, buttoned the fly and 
fastened the belt. | could see a 
small wet spot form at the end of his 
dick outline. His workboot came up 
and flushed the toilet. He left the 
stall and | could hear him washing 
his hands. He used the air dryer, 
and when it stopped there was 
silence. After he left, | thought about 
his hot shaved cock and balls while 
| jacked off. 

This brings me to how | wound 
up in the security office. 

| had gone back to the rest room 
several times over the next two 
weeks. This particular night had 
been dull. A few guys had 


wandered in to piss, but that was it. 
Just when | was getting really 
bored, a pair of workboots came 
into the next stall. 

Could this be the shaved hunk 
with the uncut dick? | couldn't 
believe my luck! | began to stroke 
my cock as he lowered his jeans 
and sat on the toilet. His plaid shirt 
hid his entire crotch and he made 
no move. | sat still, but my cock 
stayed at full attention. | knew he 
was watching me. Finally, his hand 
went down between his legs and 
massaged his hidden dick. | mo- 
tioned for him to put it through the 
gloryhole. He stood up and faced 
forward. All! could see was his shirt. 

| heard a sound at the top of my 
stall. When | looked up, | saw an 
open plastic case with a security 
badge. 

“Pull your pants up and come out 
of there.” 

He led me through the set of 
double doors at the end of the hall, 
through another corridor and into a 
room marked “Security.” I'll skip the 
humiliation and details of the long 
wait. All | could think about was who 
| could call for legal help. | was 
there for quite a while before he 
called the police. 

When he finished his cigarette, 
he began to fill out the arrest form. 
There were several interruptions as 
a couple of security people came 
and went. At one point, a big blond 
guy walked in. He was built like a 
professional bodybuilder. His white 
T-shirt was stretched to the max 
over his large chest and arms that 
had to have been at least eighteen 
inches! He wore his hair in a crew- 
cut and his face in a scowl. 

“Hi, Mike. Anything going on 
upstairs?” 

“Not really. Nelson wants to see 
you before you leave. What’s going 
on here?” 

“Oh, just this guy | caught in the 
basement john. Looking for some 
dick to suck.” 

The big blond gave me a dis- 
gusted look and shook his head. 

“Bob, you better get going if 
you're going to make it out of here 
before nine o’clock. I'll finish up with 
this guy.” : 

“Sounds good. | already got most 
of the report filled out and | called 
Sgt. Weaver.” 

Great. Now | could go through all 
this humiliation with another 
homophobic shithead! 

“Have a good weekend,” Bob 
said as he went out the door. 

“Yeah, you too,” Mike 


responded. He settled in behind the 
desk. 

“The store will be closing in five 
minutes. We will open tomorrow 
morning at nine o’clock.” The an- 
nouncement came over the P.A., 
making me aware of how long | had 
been sitting in the office. 

More time passed as Mike read 
through a stack of papers on the 
desk. | sat waiting while he ignored 
me. Finally | couldn’t stand it 
anymore. 

“Look, am | being arrested or 
what?” 

“Do you want to be arrested?” he 
taunted. 

“Of course not. But I’ve been sit- 
ting here for over two hours! | just 
want to know what’s going on.” 

“Well, that depends.” 

| thought maybe they would let 
me go for a promise never to come 
in the store again. Mike placed his 
hands on the desk and stood up. 

“From this report here, it looks 
like you came in here to suck some 
dick.” He leaned over the desk, sup- 
ported by his huge arms. 

Now it began to dawn on me. 
This straight security stud might let 
the fag go in exchange for a blow- 
job. | didn’t say anything. He walked 
around the desk and sat in front of 
me. As he leaned back on his arms, 
he spread his legs. His cock and 
balls pushed against the worn jeans. 

“So?” | swallowed hard. 

“We could take care of this our- 
selves.” Mike walked to the door 
and locked it. 

“Sounds good to me.” | spoke 
with confidence, but | wasn’t sure. 
There was no telling what this guy 
had in mind. 

Mike stepped toward my chair 
and pulled off his T-shirt. His large 
hairless pecs bounced out of the 
confines of the shirt and his pink nip- 
ples stood out above me. He 
reached up and ran his fingers over 
his smooth bodybuilder’s chest. 

“What about the other security 
people?” | asked. 

“They're all gone. A few more 
minutes and we'll be the only ones 
in the store.” 

He reached up and unbuckled his 
belt. | could see the outline of his 
cock getting stiffer. My own dick 
began to harden. He stepped closer 
to the chair. His basket was right in 
front of my face. He jerked open the 
buttons on his fly and reached in- 
side the jeans. 

When he brought out his cock 
and balls, my mouth fell open. This 
was the guy | had seen through the 


gloryhole two weeks ago! His crotch 
was completely shaved. | recog- 
nized the uncut cock, thick with 
veins. He grabbed my head and 
brought it to the tip of his foreskin. | 
could smell the mancheese and my 
own cock sprang to attention. 

“That’s right. Get a good whiff. 
You like muscleman cheese, don’t 

ou?” 

| stuck out my tongue and ran it 
across the end of his dick. | could 
feel the hidden dickhead peeking 
out of the skin. My tongue slid back 
and forth across the opening. His 
cock began to grow, pushing out 
the head and expanding the veins. 

“Yeah, baby, stick it in your 
mouth. Suck that foreskin.” His 
voice was low and guttural. 

He placed his hands on either 
side of my head. | opened my 
mouth and took in the tip of his 
cock. | tasted the salt and sweat. 
His glans was pushing out of the 
sheath and into my mouth. Using 
my teeth, | gently pulled the foreskin 
forward. 

“Yeah, that’s it, chew that skin.” 

| let the skin fall back and took 
the tip of his exposed dickhead into 
my open mouth. He groaned and 
lifted me out of the chair with his 
massive arms. His hot open mouth 
pressed against mine and | sucked 
in his tongue. | wrapped my arms 
around him and felt the huge 
muscles in his upper back. My 
hands followed the taper down to 
his small waist and pushed down 
his jeans. | could feel his hard, 
rounded butt. It was smooth and 
hairless. 

Mike let go of me and unbuttoned 
my shirt. His hands began to run up 
and down my torso. They stopped 
to play with my hard nipples. | 
moved to unfasten my jeans, but his 
firm hand stopped me. He knelt 
down and unbuttoned my fly while 
his tongue ran across my abs and 
around my waist. When he had 
pulled down the jeans, he licked 
through my thick bush and down to 
my balls. 

“Man, I’ve wanted this for a long 
time,” he said. 

He sucked my stiff dick, teasing 
the frenulum with his tongue. With 
each lap, a shock went through me. 

Finally, we pulled apart and 
finished stripping. | watched as he 
pulled his bulging legs out of his 
jeans. His body was even more 
beautiful than | had imagined. It was 
packed with muscle and totally 
shaved. 

We stepped toward each other 


and pressed our bodies together. | 
ran my hands down his ass and let 
my fingers slip into the crack. Even 
his hot moist crevice had been 
shaved. | teased his warm butthole 
with my middle finger. 

“Oh yeah, man. | want you in 
there.” 

My finger continued to circle his 
hole while | grabbed his dick with 
my other hand. | began to slide the 
foreskin back and forth over the 
head. Pre-cum made the skin slide 
easily. | pressed my middle finger 
into his asshole and massaged it 
gently. 

Mike broke away. He went to a 
gym bag on the floor and pulled out 
what looked like a handful of con- 
doms and a small tube. His hard 
cock bounced as he turned around, 
the wet pink head poking out of the 
foreskin. With one swift move, he 
ran his arm across the desk and 
pushed everything to the floor. He 
jumped up on the desk and knelt on 
the top. Leaning back, he presented 
his skinned-back dick. | took the en- 
tire shaft in my mouth, savoring the 
flavors of mansex. My tongue 
darted at his pisshole, bringing out 
more fuckjuice. 

“Man, | want that dick up my ass 
right now!” 

He dropped some rubbers on the 
desk and then opened a small plas- 
tic bottle and squeezed lube onto 
his hand. As he laid back, he 
rubbed the liquid all over his shaved 
cock, balls, and the hairless crack 
of his ass. | took some lube into my 
own hand and massaged it into his 
smooth butthole. He groaned and 
pulled at his foreskin as | slipped 
my finger in. | inserted two, then 
three fingers into his hot hole. 

As he laid back on the desk, he 
lifted his legs and spread his 
asscheeks apart. For such a mus- 
cular guy, he was amazingly limber. 
| climbed onto the desk and rolled 
one of the condoms over my hard 
dick, then teased his lubed butthole 
with my dickhead, rubbing it back 
and forth. Gently | began to push in. 

“Oh yeah! All the way, man! All 
the way!” 

| pushed further and my dick slid 
in easily. | could feel the hard 
muscles of his ass against my hips. 
| began to fuck him with a slow, 
steady rhythm. | grabbed his cock 
and began to stroke it. As | pushed 
my dick into his warm moist ass, | 
pulled his foreskin up over the glans. 

“Oh, man. Stretch that skin! Pull 
it hard!” 

My strokes and lunges became 
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harder, deeper, faster. 

“Pump that ass! Make me shoot! 
Ahhh—” 

| looked down and saw streams 
of cum shooting from the engorged 
dickhead. With each stroke of the 
foreskin and pump cf the ass, more 
cum oozed out. 

| felt my own balls tighten. My 
hips began to grind faster with more 
force. | was out of control. Sudden- 
ly, |shoved my cock in at full force. 
The hot cum shot out of my dick as 
| yelled with the release. 

When my spasms stopped, | 
pulled out. | knelt over Mike. His 
dick lay against his smooth 
stomach, pulsing and still stiff. 
While | watched, the head slipped 
back into the skin and a puddle of 
cum ran out of its tip. 

| slipped the rubber off my dick. It 
was heavy with my load. Mike 
grabbed it, wrapped it in a tissue 
and tossed it into his gym bag. 
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“My home number is on the 
1 


back,” he said. 

“How about Saturday night?” 

“Tl work till nine-thirty. | could 
meet you afterwards.” 

“Great. Oh, what about the other 
guy’s report and the call to the 
police?” 

“I'll take care of it. Fuckin’ Bob is 
so scared of gays. He'll forget about 
it by the time he gets back on Mon- 
day.” 

“Thanks.” 

“No problem. But be careful and 
stay out of the johns, okay? You 
might not be so lucky next time.” 

“Maybe you can think up some 
way to keep me busy and out of 
trouble.” 

“Maybe?” he grinned. ‘Damned 
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The call came in at 1:15 a.m. It 
didn't amount to a hell of a lot— 
just an old, abandoned shed in 
the industrial district south of 
town—but by the time we put it 
out and got the equipment all 
stowed away back at the 
firehouse, we were all wide 
awake. That's the trouble with 
these four-day stretches on 
twenty-four hour duty—your 
sense of time gets all screwed 
up. | often find myself pulling 
odd hours, even on my days off. 
Anyway, once we got everything 
put away, Ben Collins, Ken Wilson 
and me, we all hit the showers. 
There was a fourth guy on the 
squad, Ed Miller, but he was so 
damned shy that he wouldn’t even 
take a piss when anyone else was 
around, let alone shower with the 
guys. The rest of us stripped down 
and left him sitting on his bunk, wait- 
ing patiently till we were finished so 
he could get cleaned up in private. 
“I'd sure as hell like to get a look 
at that dude,” Ben whispered, nudg- 


ing me in the ribs as we waited for 
the hot water to wend its way up 
from the basement where the tank 
was located. “I figure him as a hair- 
less—you know, tight swimmer’s 
bod, nice round ass, with just 
enough hair around the base of his 
bone to tickle your nose a little bit.” 

“You're a pervert, Ben,” Ken 
chuckled, smacking him on the ass, 
then shoving him under the still- 
freezing water. Ben roared like a 
bull and dived for Ken, catching him 
around the waist and lifting him up 
into the air. Ken squirmed and 
squealed, but he was powerless to 
break the hold of those brawny 
arms. Ben.walked him back under 
the shower and they both screamed 
like banshees till the water finally 
warmed up. 

| watched my two buddies with 
amused interest, my big root tin- 
gling and swelling. Ken was still 
struggling, but from the way his 
asscheeks were clenching and un- 
clenching, you could tell he didn’t 
really want to get away. | could im- 
agine that his tightly clipped, red- 
capped prong was already stiff, 
rubbing up and down on the wash- 
board of Ben’s hairy abs. | could 


see Ben’s big meat rising up be- 
tween Ken’s thighs, drawn like a 
magnet to Ken’s tight pink manhole. 

“What's with you, Mac? You 
some kind of a goddammed voyeur 
or something?” Ben was looking at 
me over Ken’s shoulder, nodding 
and winking lewdly. The water had 
plastered his thinning, close- 
cropped hair to his scull and you 
could see his tanned scalp clearly. 

“| just want to see what a bald 
guy looks like with a hard-on,”’ | 
quipped, looking the two of them up 
and down. “Il swear you’ve got more 
hair on your balls than on your 
head.” 

“I’m still hairier than you'll ever 
be, Mac. Hell, all you could manage 
was one stupid strip of fuzz from 
your adam’s apple down to your 
cock. Now get on over here and see 
if you can suck some of that fuzz off 
my nuts if it bugs you so much.” 

“Yeah,” Ken piped up, turning 
around and eyeing my prick hungri- 
ly, “haul that big honker on over 
here and make yourself useful.” 
That was all the invitation | needed. 
| strode across the shower room 
and dropped to my knees. Ken’s 
legs were wrapped around Ben’s 
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waist, baring his tight, pink rosebud. 
Ben’s cockhead was hovering in the 
air about two inches from ground 
zero. | grabbed onto Ben’s big hairy 
thighs and started rooting around 
between his legs. 

This dude has damn big balls. 
Hanging there between his legs, 
they looked like a couple of tennis 
balls, encased in a dark brown, 
leathery bag that bristled with long, 
coarse black hairs. | bounced them 
on my tongue and they shifted and 
squirmed, making Ben’s fat dong 
flex and bounce. | opened wide and 
went to work, sucking one of the fat 
globes deep into my throat, coating 
it with spit. Then | had at the other 
one, pulling down hard, making Ben 
gasp and flex the muscles in his 
legs tight. 

It took an effort, but | finally 
jammed both of them into my 
mouth, puffing out my cheeks like a 
chipmunk’s. That mission ac- 
complished, | jammed my head up 
tight between his legs and started 
chewing the part of his bone be- 
tween his bag and his asshole. Ben 
likes having that part of his tubes- 
teak worked and | could feel it get- 
ting fatter and harder as | really got 
into it. 

“Shit, man,” Ben groaned after a 
few minutes had gone by, “you're 
gonna make me cum, Mac. You 
know what that does to me, buddy.” 

“Yeah,” Ken put in, “you don’t 
want me to miss out on all the ac- 
tion, do you? My hole’s just throb- 
bing for some of your good old 
tongue work. Give the poor dude a 
break.” 

“Damn, you guys Sure are 
demanding,” | sighed, letting Ben's 
balls pop out of my mouth. “Il sup- 
pose you want me to stick my 
tongue up that pokehole of yours?” 

“Something like that,” Ken 
moaned as | gave him a quick lick. 
“Oh, yeah, Mac, that’s it. Lick my 
asshole. Chew those tight little lips, 
buddy. Damn, man, | love that long 
tongue. Oh, shit!” | swabbed my 
tongue around his crack, teasing his 
quivering pucker till he was begging 
me for it. Then, being a nice guy 
and all, | grabbed him by the waist, 
pressed my lips against his crack, 
and rammed deep up his hot, 
musky chute. His buttring snapped 
down so tight | damned near lost 
my tongue, but when | wedged my 
hand between their two tight bellies 
and fisted Ken’s root, he settled 
right down. 

| took turns with them—tongue- 
fucking Ken and licking Ben’s fat, 
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hooded knob. | knew from long ex- 
perience that Ben was leaking by 
now. | waited till he had a skinful 
and then swooped down on his 
prick, digging around under his cap 
for a mouthful of tasty juice. He 
never disappointed me and my 
tongue was soon covered with the 
slick stuff. | milked his root a couple 
of times, then went back to Ken and 
blew lube up his ass, coating his 
hole and spreading it around inside 
of him as best | could manage. 

A couple of jabs with my 
forefinger and | figured Ken was as 
ready as he’d ever be. | fisted Ben’s 
prick and shucked back his skin, 
lining his shiny purple knob up with 
the target. Ben loosened his hold on 
Ken a little and the squirming red- 
head started playing hide-the- 
sausage. My buddy Ben had a lot to 
hide—about ten inches from bush 
to pisshole, | figured. | kept on lick- 
ing at the veiny shaft until it had 
damn near disappeared. | took a 
couple of quick swipes at Ken’s 
tightly stretched asslips, then 
scrambled to my feet, not wanting 
to miss out on the rest of the fun. 

| reached around Ken's chest 
and latched onto the big fleshy tits 
that crowned his smooth pecs. He 
squealed with pleasure and clasped 
his hands behind my neck, leaning 
back against me. Ben put his big 
hands around Ken’s narrow waist 
and started to hump—iong slow 
strokes that speeded up as he got 
into the fuck. 

Ken's tight body felt great as | 
played with it. | pulled his tits till he 
was squirting juice like a fountain, 
then rubbed the slippery mess over 
his belly and down between his 
legs. As | got down around his as- 
shole, | could feel Ben’s rod piston- 
ing in and out, hot against my 
fingers. | liked watching my buddies 
fuck damn near as much as | liked 
fucking—but not quite. 

“How do | get a turn?” | growled 
in Ken’s ear, forcing a finger up into 
him alongside Ben’s throbbing 
meat. 

“Just ask, guy,” Ken groaned, his 
chest heaving. “When a man’s 
lucky.enough to have two big-dick- 
ed buddies, he can’t neglect one of 
them, that’s for damned sure.” Ben 
shot me a look, but pulled out of 
Ken’s hotbox anyway. Ken’s feet hit 
the floor and | was wedging up into 
him before his ring even had a 
chance to tighten up. He grunted 
and ground his hips back against 
me, giving me cause to remember 
what a hot screw he was. Ben got 


down and buried his face in Ken’s 
crotch, licking the guy’s balls, then 
working his way up the throbbing 
shaft. When he deep-throated him, 
Ken’s asshole clamped down on me 
like a vise and he really kicked into 
high gear, jacking my aching cock 
with his whole body. | buried my 
face against his neck and dug deep, 
my whole awareness centered on 
the tingling nerve trigger tucked 
below the flange of my cockhead. 

“Pm gonna blow, guys,” Ken 
panted, his whole body going tense 
against me. Ben got to his feet and | 
pulled out of my tight, moist burrow. 
The three of stood in a tight circle, 
fisting our meat like mad. Ken went 
first, the jizz pumping out of him, ar- 
cing high in the air and splattering 
Ben and me on the chest. The smell 
of him got to me and | shot off as 
well, blasting a wad right into Ken’s 
navel. The sticky cream drooled 
down his belly and mingled with the 
big drops of white he was still 
squeezing out. Ben bellowed and 
his knob puffed up like a ripe plum. 
His cumhole gaped and a big drop 
of the white stuff oozed out. It hung 
there for a split-second, then got 
launched by the ball-wrenching 
flood he always pumped out. He got 
me with a couple of good shots on 
the chest, then pointed the stream 
at Ken, blasting him in the gut till his 
pink skin looked all white and frothy. 

“You guys sure took your time,” 
Ed commented when we filed out of 
the shower room. “‘l figured you’d all 
drowned or something.” With that, 
he picked up his towel and disap- 
peared down the hall. 

“Anybody for a game of gin?” 
Ben asked, slipping into his under- 
wear. 

“Sure,” | agreed. | wasn’t sleepy 
yet and a game of cards sounded 
better than anything you’d find on 
television at three-thirty in the morn- 
ing. “Where are the cards?” 

“| think | saw Ed playing solitaire 
earlier,” Ken said. “Why don’t you 
check his bed table?” 

“Well, well,” | chuckled, turning 
around to face my buddies. “Our 
new compaadre has interesting taste 
in magazines.” | held up a dog- 
eared copy of Uncut for them to 
see. ‘This dude’s been holding out 
on us, guys.” 

“Let me see that,” Ben said, grab- 
bing it out of my hand. “Damn, the 
pages are all stuck together. What a 
terrible waste of perfectly good 
cum.” 

“l’ve thought he might be cruising 
us from time to time, but | could 


never really catch him at it,” Ken 
put in. “Il was beginning to figure 
him for a straight-arrow, but maybe 
the guy’s just shy.” 

“Maybe we'll have to do some 
fact-finding later,” Ben suggested, a 
wicked gleam in his eyes. ‘“‘Why 
don’t we all just turn in and see 
what develops when he comes 
back into the room?” 

“| think I'll pop into the bathroom 
and make sure he doesn’t file the 
point off his horn before he gets 
back in here,” | offered generously. 
“All of a sudden | really need to 
take a piss.” 

| banged the bathroom door open 
noisily and stood in front of the 
urinal. | couldn’t see Ed, but | heard 
him mutter something that sounded 
distinctly like Oh, shit. | took my 
sweet time and had the satisfaction 
of seeing him scramble out of the 
shower room, all wrapped in a ter- 
rycloth bathrobe. He was red in the 
face and just barely acknowledged 
my presence as he left the room. 

We were all in our bunks with the 
lights out in five minute’s time. Ben 
pretended to snore and Ken's 
breathing was real slow and 
regular, just like always when they 
were sawing logs. | rolled over a 
couple of times, then settled down 
to wait. 

We didn’t have to wait long. In 
less than a half-hour, Ed was start- 
ing to breathe hard and you could 
see a Steady, rhythmic stirring 
under his blanket, right about crotch 
level. “Now guys!” | signalled, and 
the three of us sprung out of bed 
and raced over to Ed’s bunk. 

The poor fucker didn’t even have 
time to roll over before the lights 
were on and his covers were ripped 
down around his ankles. Ben had 
been right about his body—he was 
tight and lean, every muscle clearly 
delineated beneath his hairless 
skin. And his dick! The dude had a 
hose on him that made Ben and me 
look like pikers—and that ain't easy! 
It extended a good three or four in- 
ches beyond his navel and was as 
big around as a beer bottle. The 
tightly clipped, arrow-shaped head 
looked almost dainty by contrast to 
the thick, vein-gnarled shaft. 

“What the hell?” Ed croaked, his 
eyes as big as saucers. He hadn't 
even had achance to move his 
hands—one clamped tight on the 
shaft, the other grasping his big 
balls, pulling them down tight. 

“Don’t you know you'll go blind, 
beating off like that?” Ben chuckled, 
his dick already starting to swell. 


“The boys and me figured you 
might need some help with that. | 
bet that sucker is completely hand- 
made. That’s a real waste.” With 
that observation, Ben straddled 
Ed’s shoulders, sitting on his face 
and pinning his arms to his sides. 
Ed bucked and writhed, but since | 
had him by the ankles and Ken was 
straddling his hips, he didn’t have a 
damned place to go. 

“Eat my asshole,” Ben growled, 
grinding his butt against Ed’s chin. 
His big prick was stretched out full- 
length, riding in the valley between 
Ed’s squared pecs. Judging by the 
look on Ben’s face, Ed was follow- 
ing his instructions to the letter. | 
still had the guy firmly by the 
ankles. He struggled a little, but was 
nowhere near using the full power 
of his thick leg muscles to kick me 
away. 

| scissored his legs wide and 
pushed them high in the air. Ben 
grabbed him by the calves and | 
hunkered down to inspect his rear 
entry. It was the same pale pink as 
his lips and puckered up tight as a 
drum. After a couple of gentle 
pokes with the tip of my tongue, | 
figured that up to now, this had 
been strictly a one-way street. | set- 
tled down to see whether | could 
change his mind about that. 

In the meantime, Ken was damn 
near standing on his head, chewing 
on the guy’s huge bone greedily. 
His tight butt was in the air and his 
asshole was winking at me as he 
went down on Ed, getting him all 
wet and slick. | reached up and 
wedged a couple of fingers into my 
old buddy, figuring he’d need all the 
stretching he could get to be ready 
for Ed’s monster cock. 

+ “Gnaw on that asshole, buddy,” 
Ben gasped, his eyes rolling back in 
his head. ‘That's it, use your teeth 
on it. Oh, shit!” Ben’s dick had risen 
up against his belly and was staying 
there. Evidently Ed was still on the 
right track. Ed’s rock-hard dick was 
damn near choking poor Ken as he 
attempted to swallow it whole. The 
dude’s bunghole was still puckered 
up tighter than a brand-new rubber 
band, but it felt like he was trying to 
relax a little and let my long tongue 
into play. 

Ed’s nuts had been hanging low, 
practically blocking my path, but 
when | finally breached his chute, 
they snapped up in a knot and he 
damn near bucked Ken off onto the 
floor. He was hot and moist inside, 
his fuck tunnel like silk on my 
tongue. | rooted in deeper, savoring 


every inch. | had my hands busy as 
well, twisting his tits till they stood 
out like little knobs on his heaving 
chest. 

| could have rimmed the dude till 
dawn broke, but suddenly, 
everybody shifted gears and | got a 
whole new set of ideas. Ken pushed 
my hand away from his butthole, 
grabbed Ed’s pecker and started 
with the old “sit on the flagpole” 
stunt. Watching his asshole stretch 
to accommodate Ed’s throbbing 
meat made me want to stretch an 
asshole as well. | got up on my 
knees and milked my dick, slicking 
it down for some drilling action. 

Ben shifted back a little as well, 
mashing his knob against Ed’s lips. 
He didn’t have to mash hard or 
long—the guy just opened wide and 
| could see his adam’s apple bob- 
bing as Ben started fucking his 
face. Hell, it looked like all the other 
seats were taken, so | nudged Ed’s 
ring with my prick, hoping I'd get 
some kind of reaction. 

Well, | got a reaction all right! 
Ed’s arms were no longer pinned 
and his hands shot out and 
clamped on my ass, pulling me for- 
ward so hard that my dick damn 
near bent in half. Something had to 
give here—either my meat was 
gonna get punched into Ed or back 
up into my guts. Well, | tensed up— 
pumping my pecker so full of blood 
it looked ready to explode—and 
Ed’s ring gave way, letting me sink 
deep into his cherry ass. 

The guy went totally wild like all 
his circuits had shorted out. He was 
bucking up into Ken’s ass, shaking 
his head from side to side, doing 
the dirty to Ben, and riding my bone 
like he had a major itch, deep in- 
side, that needed to be scratched. It 
was like we’d we’d worked him into 
a corner till he had us just where he 
wanted us the most. 

“Fuck man, I’m cumming,” Ben 
bellowed, yanking his cock out of 
Ed’s mouth and jacking it so hard 
you could hear his foreskin snap- 
ping. He got Ken square in the 
chops, and Ken shot right back, like 
he didn’t want to be outdone. | took 
a deep breath, still pumping nice 
and slow, not wanting this ride to be 
over any time soon. 

“Jesus, guys!” Ed gasped, his 
chest heaving. “I’m gonna blow!” 
Ken stood up, not wanting to miss 
the show. Ed grabbed his cock in 
both hands and pumped like crazy, 
his asshole grabbing my meat from 
base to tip. | kept on riding, tickling 
his balls with my fingertips as | did 
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my best to fuck the cum right out of 
him. His shoulders raised up off the 
bunk and his belly rippled like a 
washboard as his load began work- 
ing its way up out of his balls. 

| could see his juice tube swell 
up and feel the rhythmic pumping of 
his body as he started shooting. He 
squealed and his toes curled up 
tight, his first blast arcing high in the 
air, splattering down all around us. 

The pressure of his chute spasm- 
ing on my joint was more than | 
could take. | held back for as long 
as | could, but | finally had to pull 
out, spraying his belly and thighs 
with my juice. When | squeezed out 
the final drops, | staggered to my 
feet, then sat heavily on the foot of 
my own bunk. Nobody, including 
Ed, said a single word. 

“Well,” Ben drawled finally, after 
the silence had become really op- 
pressive, ‘I hope you aren't too 
pissed, dude. We just figured you 
needed to loosen up a bit. If you 
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Ana forskin seems to have 
been fairly common among 
photography of the early 
1960s; probably because a 
large percentage of male 
nude photography came from 
Europe, where foreskin was— 
: and still is —abundant. 


| | 

| | During the late 1960s, 

| what would become the 
| “American standard” in 

| male nudes— short hair, 
| blond, tanned, clipped 


cock—began to emerge © 
and ultimately dominate. 
The most striking effect of 
that “standard” was that 
uncut models were 
routinely required to pull 
back their skins, even in 
photos that showed their 
cocks at rest. 
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“Thani to achivists like 
Jean-Claude, we are still 
able to enjoy the unique 
visual qualities of the 
natural man in early male 
nude and homoerotic 
photography. 
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AMIE ICA'S 
HOTTEST 
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| JOU: MILT ARG 
bls) EXUAL 


ADUITSIOVER: 18) ONDY EURAS Hs 
BZ ORIN NONE: 


SATISFACTION = 
REAL MEN. §& 
NO ACTORS 

OT ACTION 


MANTOMAN See 


ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY PLEASE. 
$2 PER MINUTE 


Adults Over 1 8 Only. 


$2 per minute. 


SHOW US YOUR SKIN 


Pico of your natural 
heritage? Want to show the 
world what sets you off from 
other men? Send in your best 
photos to Uncut and we'll dis- 
play them here so the world 
can note yet another natural 
man! Photos should be clear 
and bright and reveal only as 
much of yourself as you wish 
to reveal. Sign your name on 
the back of your photo. If 
you’d like your photo 
returned, please include a 
stamped, self-addressed en- 
velope. Send your snaps 

to: Editorial Office, Box 
97635, Las Vegas, NV 89193. 


Mie (both photos, this page) 
says he likes the skin other 
readers show in this department 
but wonders why we never show 
any of these pipes at full mast. 
He wonders if some of the un- 
clipped pieces might be too 
heavy to lift off of their own ac- 
cord. And he enclosed a couple 
of snaps of his taste treat point- 
ing at the moon. Well, Mike, as 
you can see, we'd rather be look- 
ing at your foreskin than any- 
thing. By the way, dude, those 
are heavy balls! 
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: 
: 


Joe also likes to trim down his 
pube patch, as you can see in one 
of the above photos. And judging 
from his tan line, he wears a bikini 
on the beach. East Coast, in case 
you're wondering. 
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likes to manhandle his uncut piece at 
least once a day. Gee, Joe, busy 


Joe (all photos, this page) says he 
hands are happy hands, huh? 


Claudio, both photos, this page, 
who has shown off his skin before, 
in the January 1991 issue, is an art- 
ist from Southern California who 
says he’d like to break into model- 
ing. With that pole, it looks like 
Claudio could break into a lot of 
things! 


Caucio hails from Italy via 
Canada and works in a 
variety of media: marble, 
porcelain, and painting. He 
has also designed fountains 
(okay, okay, no puns about 
the fountain between his 
legs) and other public art. 
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Larry (above) a reader from Santa Barbara, California, sports a one-inch overhang that he says is very flexible 
(probably from all that chewing and stretching, huh, dude?) and which he enjoys sharing with others. 
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THERE HAS NEVER BEEN ANYTHING LIKE 
IT! A COMPLETE GUIDE TO MAN-TO-MAN 
WRESTLING: CLUBS, CHAMPIONS, 
COMPETITIONS; INSIDE THE PRO- 
WRESTLING WORLD & THE WORLD OF 
EROTIC WRESTLING FICTION; 
WRESTLING VIDEOS; 
WRESTLING ART; 
THE HOTTEST GAY 
WRESTLERS ON 
THE PLANET! 


GET YOUR COPY 
TODAY! MEET THE 
MEN WHO HAVE MET 
THE CHALLENGE: 
ALL-STAR WRESTLING 
STUDS! 


JIFFY FULFILLMENT 
462 BROADWAY, SUITE 4000 
NEW YORK, NY 10013 


_]Please send me ALL-STAR 
WRESTLING STUDS, enclosed is 
$6. ($4.95 plus $1.05 postage and 
handling). | am over 18 years of age. 


Signature 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 


STATE/ZIP STEVE/PHOTO BY CAL 


x 


YOUR VISAORIMASTERCAHD I Manin: Ui 
$2 PER MIN * YOU MUST BE 18 OR OLDER + ©COPYRIGHT 1991 REA CEORUG 15m FRIES BJECT LO;CHANGELWITHOU NOTICE 


You asked for it 


Try Both 
Numbers! 


nae 


BITTE DATORYOURTRHONES 


i 300: 166: 0 


bY OURRVISAYOR) ae 


$2 PER MIN © YOU MUST BE 18 OR OLDER fe¥©19911 me phage Are $sceiecr bT OL CHANGE, 


Peas in a pod? No, but Steve Landess (above left, 
with tattoo) and the equally remarkable Serge 
Caravaggio look like the last two that came out of 
the mold before it was broken. Top photo shows 
Serge on the left and Steve on the right (and the 
best place to be is between them) enjoying the 
waters in Men Without Clothes (Gymnos). 
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The largest collection of foreskin 
among the videos discussed this 
issue is going to be found on Adam 
& Company’s More Uncut Men, 
their second compilation video of 
scenes from previous releases. 

Unless you've seen all of the 
Adam & Company releases, which 
stretch back to 1984, this is a good 
way to narrow it down to the skin 
scenes. 

While a variety of well-known 
uncut actors appear—Max Mon- 
toya, Melchor Diaz, Bobby Davis, 
among others—there is a support- 
ing cast of forgotten players who ap- 
peared in one video and went on to 
do something else. That makes for 
a nice mix of the familiar and the 
probably-forgotten. 

And, some uncut actors are 
shown in scenes with clipped per- 
formers. A juicy excerpt from Rod’s 
Raiders has Max Montoya docking 
with thick-dicked Chad James (the 
latter currently runs a JO club in Los 
Angeles). 

In a excerpt from Outpost, Mon- 
toya gets vigorously fucked by a 
clipped, but energetic, co-performer. 

In an scene from Modern Men, 
Melchor gets his fat, unclipped 
tubesteak tongue-lashed by his cir- 
cumcised partner. 

But some scenes, like one featur- 
ing Montoya and Bobbie Davis, are 
real skin-conscious. These two un- 
clipped sword-swallowers engage in 
some skin-probing with their 
tongues before resorting to a well- 
photographed double-docking 
scene (one foreskin covering 
another) and some visually exciting 
foreskin fucking. 

Of course, not everything works 
to the compilation’s advantage. A 
scene from Breaker Blue, probably 
director Fred Halsted’s last video, 
features an unclipped actor whose 
skin we never see. 

It's a mixed blessing, but as | 
said at the beginning, it’s the most 
skin you'll find in one place among 
this batch of videos. 


Hai Roth’s Bound To Please 
series is certainly directed at a 
specific audience, but a current edi- 
tion, Bound To Please, Volume 4, is 
half devoted to Eddie Perez, an un- 
clipped Latino with a great body, to 
boot! 


Perez, the star of Old Reliable’s 
docudrama, Cholo!, certainly finds 
the tables turned in this video. 
Where he strutted his street-wise 


stuff in Cholo!, crooning, threaten- 
ing, and cajoling, in Bound To 
Please he finds himself strung up 
by a merciless probation officer 
(played by Scot Arden) who seems 
bent on totally humiliating him. 

Perez gets depanted and hung 
out to squirm in a variety of 
bondage positions. His tasty un- 
trimmed cock—as well as the rest 
of his physical charms—are dis- 
played for the viewer’s lascivious 
edification for over an hour. The 
more Perez squirms, the more 
resolute Arden seems that he will 
not get off easy. 

Perez eventually gets off—with 
one hand, mind you—but only after 
he’s been strung up sixteen-ways- 
to-Sunday. 

The real star of Bound To Please 
is the videography, which manages 
to link together a catalogue of 
camera angles, all intended to treat 
the eyes to a feast of this hot, 
young Latino stud in bondage. 

The other half of the video is 
devoted to equal treatment of Derek 
Jensen, a well-built, handsome and 
hung gayporn actor who has ap- 
peared in a variety of roles, from 
Old Reliable solos to Scott Masters’ 
The Big One. While Jensen is a 
mouthwatering mouthful, the skin’s 
in the first hour. 


Joe Tiffenbach’s latest nudist 
video, Men Without Clothes, which 
runs an hour, is a mixture of types: 
video and film transfer, cut and 
uncut. While the two uncut sequen- 
ces are our main concern here, the 
whole video is a jewel, a clear 
demonstration of how satisfying non- 
explicit erotica can be. 

The first unclipped section fea- 
tures sexy gayporn actor Cameron 
Kelly taking a buck-naked walk in 
the woods. Cameron sports a big, 
thick, uncut cock that has been well- 
appreciated by his co-performers in 
quite a number of gay and bisexual 
videos. 

The second uncut section, which 
closes the video, is the showstop- 
per: two extraordinary men, hand- 
some and certainly 
well-put-together, jogging nude 
down a remote highway and joyous- 
ly splashing around a stream. The 
two men, Steve Landess and Serge 
Caravaggio, both of whom are 
uncut, have devilish good looks and 
near-matching physiques; they 
even look like they could be re- 
lated—except that | inquired and 
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they’re not. But they’ve certainly 
stepped out of a wet dream, and I’m 
willing to bet they pop up ina 
couple of your dreams after you’ve 
seen them in this video. 

Some of the other segments, 
while featuring cut guys, include a 
nude bicyclist (who gets a boner), a 
nude rock climber, two nude guys 
playing frisbee in the desert, some 
nude surfers (in a film transfer), and 
other assorted men doing a variety 
of everyday things in the all- 
together. 

Good videography, good mix of 
music and live-action sound, good 
editing (some succulent close-ups!), 
and a nice cross-section of male 
types, capped by the awesome 
Steve and Serge. 


There are a couple of foreskins in 
Hal Roth’s Black Workout #3, the 
latest edition of what are probably 
the most popular and successful 
black gay videos ever made. A 
large cast of superhung biack 
hunks, and lots of heart-pounding 
sex, but still only a couple (I think | 
counted two) of unclipped tubes- 
teaks. 

The lack of skin in a black video 
(where you can usually find a good 
amount) notwithstanding, #3 follows 
in the footsteps of Black Workout 
#2, set in a gym where exercising 
one’s love muscle goes hand-in- 
hand (sometimes hand-in-mouth, 
other times hand-in-ass) with exer- 
cising any other muscle. And just as 
most muscles are measured to 
check on growth, in this gym the 
love muscle gets measured, too, 
and on a regular basis. 


Two new videos by B. French 
showcase two similar uncut per- 
formers, a Russian named Andre 
(Andre, The Ultimate) and a dancer- 
bodybuilder named Phillip (Phillip, 
The Magnificent). Like all B. French 
productions, each video runs two 
hours of what is virtually real time. 
The structure is usually identical: 
the subject is casually introduced by 
Mr. French via a conversation with 
the model. Sometimes it appears 
we are present near the beginning 
of the conversation, other times it 
seems we have dropped in midway. 
Usually, and in both of these 
cases, the model starts out clothed, 
strips, oils/poses/dances, gets oiled 
up by Mr. French, poses/dan- 
ces/talks some more, works up and 
erection and works out a load, then 
engages in a favorite venue of Mr. 
French's, which could best be 
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SOURCES 
ANDRE, THE ULTIMATE 
B. French (director, producer); 1991, 120 minutes; features Andre. Released 
by: B. French, Box 530 Cooper Station, New York, NY 10276. Catalog 
available: $1 plus signed statement of age. 
BLACK WORKOUT #3 
Hal Roth (director), Mike Sanders (screenplay), Johnny Love (score), L.A. 
Boyz (title song); 1991, 90 minutes; stars: Joe Simmons, Nick Ali, Darrel 
Harris, R.J. Reynolds, Mitch Green, Jeff Jones, Rocco Halaway, Jamie 
Jackson, Peter Fields, Andy Lane, John Perry, Rick Wynn, Ty Jones. 
Released by: Filmco Video, 1626 N. Wilcox, Suite 326, Los Angeles, CA 
90028. Catalog available: $4 plus signed statement of age. 
BOUND TO PLEASE, VOLUME 4 
Hal Roth (director), Paul Bradley (videography); 1991, 110 minutes, features 
sre as Scot Arden, Derek Jensen. Released by: Filmco Video (see 
above). 
MEN WITHOUT CLOTHES 
Joe Tiffenbach (director); 1991, 60 minutes; features entire cast. Released 
by: Gymnos, Box 931543, Hollywood, CA 90093. Catalog available: $1 plus 
signed statement of age. 
MORE UNCUT MEN 
Various directors, Adam & Company (producer); 1991, 75 minutes; features 
entire cast. Released by: Adam & Co., 10640 Burbank Bivd., N. Hollywood, 


CA 91601. 
PHILLIP, THE MAGNIFICENT 


B. French (director, producer); 1991, 120 minutes; features Phillip. Released 


by: B. French (see above). 


ue 


described as “anal exploration.” 

This is usually done with much 
lubrication and a variety of objects, 
which over the years have ranged 
from finger-sized rubber probes to 
man-sized rubber dicks. And, of 
course, there is always Mr. French’s 
second finger, properly gloved and 
greased, willing to aid in or initiate 
the anal probe. 

Back to the front: both of these 
models are uncut and both sport 
classic genitals, which these videos 
manage to show in unstinting detail. 

In the case of Andre, he is indeed 
“The Ultimate” if you like competi- 
tion-quality bodybuilders (he even 
shows off his posing routine, which 
got him a 10 from this judge). 

Andre looks to be about 5’8”, 
says he weighs 225 pounds—and 
it’s all solid and defined—is actually 
from Russia, is married and has a 
daughter, and seems to enjoy the 
occasional ‘anal exploration.” 

Phillip is either black, Caribbean, 
or wonderfully mixed because he 
has anumber of striking physical 
characteristics that certainly fit well 
together, including a fabulous physi- 
que, a handsome face, a great 
smile—perfect teeth—and a big, 
uncut dick. 

Phillip dances and strips after his 
initial introduction, gets oiled up by 
Mr. French, and shows off a man- 
sized erection with foreskin that 
easily slides back over the plum- 


shaped head even when it’s swollen 
and ready to explode. 

Phillip is much more accustomed 
to “anal examinations” than Andre, 
in fact, he downright swoons when 
Mr. French gives him a vigorous 
digital exam. 

Both of these men are certainly 
worthy of the descriptive accolade 
attached to their names. Mr. 
French, however, might consider in- 
vesting in some cooler lighting for 
his set pieces; there is a shift 
towards the yellow that makes the 
light-skinned subjects like Andre 
look a little eerie and the dark- 
skinned model like Phillip look 
darker. Since Mr. French often aims 
his camera into the darkest nether 
regions of his subjects, the cooler 
and brighter the light, the better. 

—John W. Rowberry 


UNCUT FAX? 
UNCUT is planning a special look at 
foreskinned fax art in an upcoming 
issue. Do you have a favorite piece 
of faxerotica? Send us a copy! No 
copyrighted material, please! 
Fax 1-702-735-9372 


O 


A GUIDE TO CLUBS & SERVICES 


RGANS 


Each issue, Uncut will 
publish current information on 
organizations and events 
catering to the uncut man. If 
your group would like to be 
listed, or if you are planning 
an upcoming event, let us 
know. 


INTERNATIONAL 

COPAC (Coalition of People 
Against Circumcision) is the official 
new name of “Men’s Right Interna- 
tional.” The name may have 
changed, but this is still an organiza- 
tion of men who feel circumcision 
violates their personal rights. They 
are now joined by women who also 
feel circumcision is a violation, as 
well as by the members of a victim’s 
rights organization. COPAC is plan- 
ning a legal challenge to circum- 
cision in Canada based on the 
Security of the Person clause of the 
Canadian constitution. The or- 
ganization is interested in network- 
ing with interested individuals and 
organizations. Write to: COPAC, 
Box 2217, Station C., Downsview, 
Ontario, Canada M3N 289. 


SKINS is a fanzine with free ads for 
uncut men who also like to walk on 
the kinky side. Information and a 
free ad coupon are available by 
sending a stamped, self-addressed 
long envelope and statement of age 
(very important!) to: CB&V, Box 
97694, Las Vegas, NV 89193. A 
sample copy of the current issue 
sent by First Class in the USA (plus 
a free ad coupon) can be had for 
$4. (Outside the USA: $6.) 


BUFF has recently revised and up- 
dated its material covering all 
phases of non-surgical foreskin res- 
toration by stretching. To receive 
the revised initial instruction packet, 
send a one-time fee of $2 to cover 
printing and handling, and a self-ad- 
dressed, stamped, long envelope 
with .75 postage (initial info pack 
runs 17 pages) to: BUFF, c/o Jim 
Bigelow, Ph.D., 315 Congress 
Avenue, Pacific Grove, CA 93950. 


RECAP (RECover A Penis) is a 
foreskin restoration support group. 
Get emotional support and informa- 
tion on recovering your penis. Many 
are having great success. Learn 
how to start your own local group. 
The group in the greater San Fran- 
cisco Bay Area meets the first Sun- 
day of each month in the afternoon. 
Write: R. Wayne Griffiths, 3205 
Northwood Dr., Suite 209, Concord, 
CA 94520 for information, or call 
415-827-4077 for a recording. 


NATIONAL 

(Note: The following three organiza- 
tions are not gay but are sensitive 
and receptive to gays.) 

NOCIRC is the National Organiza- 
tion of Circumcision Information 
Resource Center. And that’s saying 
a mouthful! However, this academic- 
sounding organ is really action- 
oriented! They are the clearing- 
house for information on just about 
every aspect of circumcision and its 
effects. The have produced a 
pamphlet on foreskin restoration 
that will answer most of your ques- 
tions, including explanations of the 
various types of restoration surgery 
available. For information, send a 
long, self-addressed, stamped en- 
velope to: NOCIRC, Box 2512, San 
Anselmo, CA 94979. 


NOCIRC-NEW JERSEY is an offi- 
cial center of NOCIRC, and publish- 
es a guide to activism for people 
who want to speak out against cir- 
cumcision in America. Send $3 for a 
copy of the guide to: NOCIRC-NJ, 
P.O. Box 562, Lakehurst, NJ 08733- 
0562. 


REMAIN INTACT ORGANIZATION 
is the information arm of Rev. Rus- 
sell Zangger, who sends out tons of 
printed material with religious argu- 
ments against circumcision. Some 
of Rev. Zangger’s mailing en- 
velopes might make your local post- 
al carrier squeamish (like the one 
we received with a drawing of a 
baby bleeding and screaming from 
his neo-natal circ), but if you like 
passionate protest, by all means get 
on the good preacher’s mailing list. 
We've been on it for years and 


we've never been soliticed for 
funds. However, we suggest you in- 
clude some postage with a short 
note asking for a copy of his 
brochure, “The New Covenant.” 
Send your request to: R.1.0., R.R. 
2, Box 86, Larchwood, IA 51241. 


CALIFORNIA 

SF UNCUT JO CLUB has gather- 
ings for members and guests twice 
a month. For information, contact: 
Jerry Jansen, 249 Capp St., San 
Francisco, CA 94110. 


UNCUT CLUB OF LA hosts pool 
parties, has a Palm Springs outing, 
monthly gatherings, etc. A newslet- 
ter and contact directory is pub- 
lished for members. For 
information, send a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope to: Club, Box 
2842, Los Angeles, CA 90078. 


STUDS BBS is the first computer 
bulletin board especially for uncut 
men and admirers. It features siz- 
zling color graphic files, tantalizing 
stories, fun and helpful software 
programs and games, electronic 
mail, and both private and group 
“chat” between members. The 
board runs on a network of IBM- 
compatible 80286 and 80386 com- 
puters, and operates over regular 
telephone at 300 to 9600 baud. 
STUDS has been in continuous 
operation over three years and has 
members around the world. The 
board is located in San Francisco, 
and operates 24 hours a day, 7 
days a week. STUDS may be ac- 
cessed by most any computer or ter- 
minal via standard communications 
and will automatically adjust to your 
modem’s speed when you first con- 
nect. Set the communications 
parameters to 8-N-1 and dial 415- 
495-2929. (A note to computer 
novices: dialing this number con- 
nects you directly to a computer—it 
is not a normal voice line.) 


DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA 
AMICUS (American Men who are In- 
tact Celebrate Uncut Skins) is 
certainly a mouthful! This is a club 
for the uncut as well as the 
reconstructed man. If you have a 
foreskin and wish to share your 
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good fortune with other natural 
males, special events are held 
during the year—in the buff! For 
more information, write to: Tom 
Witt, 455 Kimberly Ct., Mechanics- 
ville, MD 20659. Call 301-884-8252. 


FLORIDA 

USA-CENTRAL FLORIDA is dedi- 
cated to the interests and well-being 
of uncircumcised men and their ad- 
mirers. We are a social group which 
meets occasionally to share ideas 
and experiences. We have a mem- 
bership roster which is updated 
quarterly. Information and a mem- 
bership application can be obtained 
by sending a stamped, self-ad- 
dressed envelope to: Bryan P. 
Hooper, Box 7464, St. Petersburg, 
FL 33734. 


NEW YORK 

USA-NY is now in its fifth year with 
well over 200 members and an on- 
going calendar of activities each 
month. USA-NY welcomes all inter- 
ested males, 18-45, who have fore- 
skin (or who like them). Every 
month sees a number of activities 
on the club calendar. Special 
events include “uncut only” parties. 
The club has a regular newsletter. 
You can call Gene at (212) 777- 
4208 or you can write for informa- 
tion: USA-NY, Box 1050, New York, 
NY 10156-0604. Include a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope when you 
request membership information. 
(This club even has its own t-shirts!) 


Note: If you write to an organization 
and your letter is returned or you do 
not hear from them in a reasonable 
amount of time (perhaps 30 days), 
please let us know. Sometimes we 
are the last to find out when 
organizations cease to operate. 


| REX 
FOR A BROCHURE 
& FIVE 8X11" UNCENSORED 
| UNCUT DRAWINGS 
| SEND $10 (CHECK OR MONEY 
: ORDER) MADE PAYABLE TO: 
DRAWINGS BY REX 
731 LARKIN STREET 
' SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94109 
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MEN 
WITHOUT 
CLOTHES 


SKINS 


Ever get the urge to chew on a 
nice, wet, loose foreskin, but 
just don’t know where to find 
one? Or maybe you’d like to 
find a skinlover to spend the 
evening worshipping your 
overhang. There’s only one 
place for skinlovers and skin to 
come together: in the pages of 
SKINS, the personal ad 
fanzine. Uncensored, 
uninhibited, strictly uncut — 
and with ads from like-minded 
men from all over the world. 


From Gymnos Productions, who 
brought you the entire JUST 
NAKED MEN series, come this 
sprawling look at men without 
clothes from all walks of life! 
Nearly two hours! 


$49.95 


ALSO AVAILABLE: 
JUST NAKED MEN 
MORE NAKED MEN 

BARE ASS MEN 

Three 30-minute videos of guys 

like you and I and the guys next 

door, doing very natural things 
in the buff! Each volume: $29.95 


GYMNOS 
BOX 931543 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90093 


Please send me: 
|_| Men Without Clothes ($49.95) 


A sample copy of the most 
recent issue is $4 and comes 
with a free ad coupon. 

A discreet remailing service 


is provided, or you can hear | [Just Naked Men ($29.96) 
from uncut hunks direct. |_| More Naked Men ($29.95) 

And each issue of this |_| Bare Ass Men ($29.95) 
digest-sized correspondence | |(Please add $2.50 postage per tape) 
journal has hot conversation | |yaye 

and sleazy skin art. 
Crawl in. ADDRESS 
Include a signed 
statement of age. CITY 
CB&V, STATE/ZIP 
Box 97694, : 
Las Vegas, NV 89193 ignature: 


TRY Som NUMBERS! 


OT-LEATGE 


BILLED TO YOUR,TELEPHONE 


BILLED TO YOUR VISA OR MASTERCARD 


o 
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CALL TO MEET MEN WHO 
NEED YOUR LOVE. 


ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY, $2 PER MINUTE 


1-900- 903-1500 


For sensuous adults over 18 
omy, $2 per minute — 


~ CALL NOW! 
ae Both 
Pr. Numbers! 


1e900-GUUl2s 


BILLED}TO\YOUR as ¢ $1 PER MIN © $3 1st MIN 


BILLED TO YOU, VISA{OR|MASTERCARDRenS2 PER MI Dap $1 CONNECTIONCHARGE 


YOU MUST BE 18 OR OLDERTe ©1991] REALS PEOPLERLTD Xe PRICES) SUBJECT; TO|CHANGE|WITHOUTINOTICE| 
AF OR[MORE|INFORMATIONICALLY(312)[988-7464) 


